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SPANKERS 
MANUAL 


But has she been naughty?' 
you earnestly enquire. 

Answer: why not go round to 
see her mum and find out? She'll 
welcome you practically with 
open arms, and tell you all about 
how she's had such a difficult 
time of it, having had to bring up 
Hazel single-handed (dad went to 
post a letter ten years ago and 
never returned) and lately, as Mrs 
H. puts it: ' 'azel's bit of 'andful' 
you know, the usual girlish-type 
misdemeanours: bedroom a mess, 
nicking knicks from Woolworth's, 
staying out till all hours with God 
knows who doing God knows 
what . . . ' No wonder poor har- 


.assed Mrs Harris looks so pre- 


maturely grey and fraught with 
worry as she shakily hands you a 
luke-warm cup of weak, milky tea 
as you sit huddled in the funeral 
gloom of her scrubbed, mauso- 
leum-like front room, listening tO 
her bleat on and on in a non-stop 
soliloquy of maudlin self-pity: 
^. . . never lifts a finger to ‘help, 
treats this place like it were a 
bloomin' ‘otel!’ The potted plants 
and plastic roses loom menacing- 
ly above you in the lengthening 
shadows, and you seriously begin 
to wonder whether it was such a 
good idea afterall... 

But take heart, my friend! 
Steel yourself against the minor 
setbacks and petty irritations 
which the determined spanker is 
bound, from time to time, to 
encounter! You cough loudly, and 
in the split-second hiatus before 
Mrs H's next bout of verbal diar- 
rhoea, you tactfully remind her 
about the purpose of your visit 
and suddenly there's a light at 
the end of the tunnel: 

‘Oh Mr Harmitage!’ she posi- 
tively simpers, 1 do wish you 
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would give my ’azel a good 
talkin’ to! That's just what she 
needs! Might knock a bit of sense 
into ‘er ‘ead!’ (You haven't the 
heart — or the bottle — to tell 
her it won't be her daughter's 
cranium that'll be the beneficiary 
of your disciplinary measures). 
'l've even bin down to “er school 
and 'ad a word wiv 'er 'ead- 
master. But you know what teach- 


ers are like these days — all 
bloomin' talk and no action! Not 
loik when | was ‘er age — if that 


ud bin me, my dad would of 
belted me so ‘ard | wouldn't ‘ave 
sat down for a fortnight! That’s 
wot ‘azel’s bin short of all these 
years, If yer want my ‘onest 
opinion!' You cluck and nod sym- 
pathetically, while trying to keep 
a straight face and a steady nerve. 
(ihere you are — told you it 
would be a doddle, didn't I!) 
‘Anyway, Mr Harmitage, she con- 
cludes in a final gush of grati- 
tude, ‘I'd be ever so obliged if 
you'd ‘ave a word wiv “er. I'll 
send her straight round after tea, 
‘bout six-ish — and don't stand 
for any nonsense from ‘er!’ 

You walk home in a kind of 
daze — surely you must be 
dreaming. lt can't be true! Carte 
blanche to spank Hazel Harris? 
That pretty little blonde thing 
with dimples, an embryonic Mona 
Lisa smile, and an obvious aware- 
ness of her already-blooming sex- 
uality? Recently she's taken to 
wearing her honey-toned hair in 
bunches, thus evoking a tantalis- 
ing schoolgirl innocence — all 
the more maddening when juxta- 
posed with the blatant message 
of her near-to-bursting, bottom- 
magnifying denim jeans and 
breast-outlining, skimpy tee- 
shirts. All in all, a piquant 


MAXIM: 'No deserving female 
currently residing in the British 
Isles (or anywhere, for that 
matter) should escape a spanking! 
There's no earthly reason why all 
naughty girls (which means all 
girls, because all girls are 
naughty) shouldn't get their bot- 
toms tanned.’ 


Some readers may regard the 
above statement as naive and un- 
duly optimistic — but, believe 
me, my logic and my reasoning 
are flawless. Let me explain: for 
a start there are more than enough 
fathers, uncles, husbands, boy- 
friends, bosses, teachers etc., 
around to apportion the work 
fairly and dispassionately. No 
one need be greedy, no one need 
feel left out or deprived. Further- 
more, a casual Saturday after- 
noon's stroll down High Street 
should convince you all that 
there's no shortage of spank- 
worthy female rear-ends. Enough 
variety, too, to cater for all tastes. 

'Yes, that's all very well in 
theory!” you say, but how about 
the practicalities ?’ 

| tend to feel that the obstacles 
and perils facing the would-be 
spanker are invariably exaggerat- 
ed. You don't want to end up in 
court, true. But there is such a 
thing as the subtle approach. Let 
me illustrate my argument: what 
do you tancy for starters — a 
cheeky, pouting, sixteen-year-old 
bundle of mischief? Good! 
Thought you might! Well 
there’s always Hazel Harris. 
Who's she? You know, the 
blonde, leggy piece from Bala- 
clava Crescent who delivers your 
papers. She'll do. And she's never 
been tanned before in her life, so 
she's got it coming]! 


Grimly she endures this pre- 
liminary bottom-warming in stoic 
silence, only her twitching legs 
betraying the uncomfortable 
stinging sensation she's already 
beginning to experience through- 
out her nether regions. The little 
cotton pants crease, pull, and 
pucker in an effort to contain the 
bouncing, wobbling fleshy plump- 
ness of her beleagured bum- 
cheeks — the deep indentation 
between them clearly defined by 
the taut, stretchy material. Lower 
down, her school pants are losing 
the battle to preserve her virgin 
modesty, and the melon-like swell 
of one of her pale, soft, downy 
undercheeks peeps out bashfully 
from beneath the knicker-hem. 
Uncharted territory so far — a de- 
lectable expanse of Hazel's bare 
bottom coming out of the closet 
to be smacked! 

So you do smack it. Six times 
— hard and resoundingly. Then 
six more — and a further six on 
top of that, until she yells out for 
you to stop. But instead, you in- 
crease the tempo of the spanking 
so that your heavy hand disap- 
pears in a blur of speed. It be- 
comes an avenging angel. She 
struggles beneath your grip as the 
judiciously applied smacks to her 
lower right buttock take their toll, 
and it begins to redden up nicely. 

‘OW! 0000000000۳۲۱۳ she 
grizzles. ‘| WANNA GET UP! PUR- 
LEEEEZE! | DON'T LIKE FTT 

‘Of course you don't like it, 
you silly girl!’ you chide her stern- 
ly. 'You're not supposed to like 
it!’ 

But you like it! And the fun’s 
only just begun! 


Her hot glowing right buttock 
is by now almost totally exposed, 
the knicker-hem having worked 
its way up into her crack. It seems 
a shame to leave it such a one- 
sided affair, so you slide the other 
hem of knicker leg into a similar 
position and set to work, with 
gusto, on the yet-unblemished left 
cheek. She emits little bleats of 
shrill distress, lurching and writh- 
ing to free her wrists from your 
iron grip. Very soon there's noth- 
ing to choose between the colour 
of both  bottom-cheeks: two 
russet, juicy apples of pubescent 
naughtiness, squirming and cring- 
ing deliciously beneath the rain 
of SMACK! SMACK! SMACKITY- 
SMACK!! One tomboyish dissi- 
dent bottom paying the full price 


obedient, potentially promiscu- 
ous!' But you feel that would be 
transparently hypocritical at this 
moment in time. On the other 
hand you could be honest and 
tell the truth: “Because | want to 
— my hand on your bottom, Hazel 
explore your secrets — make you 
wet and me rock-hard — teach 
you things about yourself you 
never knew existed!’ But that 
would be downright stupid — be- 
sides, you'd lose the upper hand. 
She'd know she'd be granting you 
favours, and thereby gain ascend- 
ancy. 

So instead you do the sensible 
thing: administer a brusque verbal 
trouncing and quickly proceed to 
the punishment before she has 
time to detect any flaws in your 
logic. 

'So get those clothes off sharp- 
ishl' 


She's too dazed at first to do 
anything but obey. Most blondes 
have pale complexions, but poor 
Hazel turns a whiter shade of 
pale as she considers whether to 
remove her blouse or her skirt 
first — because you've made it 
quite clear that both have got to 
come off. 

‘It’s not fair!’ she splutters in- 
dignantly. ‘It’s beastly! I’m not 
taking off my clothes in front of 
a stranger — and you can't make 
me. So there!' 


Hands on hips, she eyes you 
mutinously. Stalemate! You real- 
ise that some pretty drastic action 
is required if you are to save the 
situation and your credibility as 
a martinet, so you grab the pro- 
testing, squealing teenager firmly 
by the wrist and yank her over 


` to the couch. She's as stubborn 


as a mule and fighting back like 
fury, but you seize her other wrist 
and give a concerted  heave, 
allowing yourself at the same 
time to flop backwards onto the 
sofa. This does the trick nicely: 
you both lose your balance, but 
whereas you manage to land 
successfully in a sitting position 
on the couch, Hazel falls in a 
most unladylike posture sprawled 
right across your lap, bottom 
uppermost. Transferring both her 
wrists to the powerful grip of your 
left hand, you flip up the back 
of her short blue skirt with your 
right and apply a sustained volley 
of bum-roasting smacks to her 
tightly, whitely cotton-knickered 
schoolgirl's behind. 


mélange of fragrant, unsullied 
girlhood and simmering sex- 
bomb! And if that isn't bad 
enough, she's practising a sensual 
bum-wiggle when she walks that 
threatens to out-rival Marilyn 
Monroe! Traces of  puppy-fat 
accentuate her hips, plumping 
them out, lending them the slight 
air of heaviness that only serves 
to enhance their erotic appeal. 
You've even taken to eating your 
breakfast at the front window 
specifically in order to study the 
liquid ebb and flow of her undul- 
ating bum-cheeks as, having post- 
ed the morning paper through 
your letter-box, she ripples her 
way insolently back down your 
path and out onto the street. She 
never closes your gate, either, 
which always infuriates you... 


For all girls there comes a 
point in their lives when, for a 
variety of reasons, they are for 
the first time persuaded to take 
down their knickers in the pre- 
sence of a man. Tonight it's 
Hazel's turn, and you're amazed 
at the relative ease with which 
it's achieved. You simply present 
her with a choice: either a smack- 
ing on the bare bottom with your 
hand, or six over her knickers 
with the whippy cane you've been 
hoarding for just such an occa- 
sion. After several minutes’ silent 
and red-faced contemplation of 
the painful and embarrassing pro- 
spects afforded by both choices, 
Hazel finally decides that the 
former is the lesser of the two 
evils — she'd rather forfeit her 
dignity than incur lasting bruises 
to her precious little sit-upon. But 
she's still far from happy: it's 
come as a nasty shock for her to 
learn that she's going to get a 
smacking. She's still wearing her 
school clothes — her mother 
wouldn't allow her to change into 
her customary jeans and tee-shirt 
— and she feels very young, vul- 
nerable, and rather silly. The 
short, pleated skirt highlights her 
legginess: the crisp blue blouse 
demurely hints at the firm out- 
thrust of her fast-developing 
breasts: the pouting lips adopt the 
sulkily-interrogative mood as they 
form the question forever posed 
by girls about to get their bottoms 
smacked: ‘But why?’ 

In answer you could run 
through the same old catalogue 
of self-justifying moralisms: 'Be- 
cause you're lazy, untidy, dis- 
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of salutory bottom-wallopings at 
least up until she gets married... 
after that it'll be up to her hus- 
band. Even then, you could al- 
ways arrange tuition at competi- 
tive rates... 


Bath-naked now and very 
ashamed of herself, Hazel blub- 
bers and boo-hoos her way over 
your knee for the second time 
that day, her hot, blushing bot- 
tom vulnerably poised for further 
nursery-style punishment. With 
fingers still sticky from the oozy, 
intimate secretions that glisten in 
pearly dewdrops on the blonde 
tufts of pubic hair shyly peeping 
out at you from between her 
thighs, you commence smacking 
her again — determined to punish 
her severely for her wanton sur- 
render to baser female instincts. 

Her schoolgirlish pigtails wag- 
gle and jig about as her whole 
body gyrates and convulses be- 
neath the stinging hail-storm of 
fierce, ear-splitting slaps that you 
land with ever-increasing fervour 
upon her mottled, empurpling | 
bum-cheeks. Poor ۳۵26۱ 5 cries of 
distress would do -justice to a 
Billingsgate barker — and, deem- 
ing it wiser to draw a veil of dis- 
cretion over the latter stages of 
Hazel's punishment, we tip-toe 
from the room — leaving you to 
get on with it in peace. No doubt 
you ve lined up all sorts of inter- 
esting extra-curricular activities 
for her, and we'd only be in the 
way. 

From the hall we can still hear 
the explosive smacks, the an- 
guished howls, the frantic drum- 
ming of dainty feet on the polish- 
ed oak floor. The sounds fade as 
we slam the front door and stride 
briskly down the garden path, re- 
sisting — but only just — a 
strong impulse to sneak one last 
peep through the sitting-room 
windows at the enchanting tab- 
leau therein, of the naked, b:ush- 
ing, pigtailed schoolgirl so rudely 
— so revealingly — upturned 
over your knee. But we do at 
least leave you with one disturb- 
ing thought: if she continues 
much longer to unwittingly mas- 
sage the hard ridge in the front 
of your trousers with her girlish 
wrigglings and genital cavort- 
ings, how on earth are you going 
to avoid committing, in the afore- 
mentioned trousers, what we may 
tactfully allude to as the 'sin of 
emission”? 


Suddenly inspired, you hit on 
an excuse to touch her there: 
‘Hazel, I'm sure those knickers 
are too tight for you — let me 
just feel . . She shakes her head 
in frantic denial, but it's too late. 
There's a triumphant ring to your 
voice: 'Ah! Thought so! Yourre all 
damp and sweaty between your 
legs, Hazel. Why?" 

‘Dunno, sir... please sir, don't 
do that, sir.' She does a little belly 
dance to evade your greedy 
fumblings. 

‘Hazel, I've asked you a ques- 
tion. | am waiting for an answer! 
WHY ARE YOU SO WET?' 

She knows the answer — but 
she doesn't quite know how to 
say it. 

“Hazel!” | roar, slapping her on 
the backs of her thighs three 
times, leaving bright red strains. 
She winces and gasps. It’s all too 
much for her — the sound spank- 
ing she's already had, plus the 
knowledge of more to come; the 
relentless interrogation; the rude 
intrusion of your fingers between 
her legs, milking her love-juice, 
insinuating themselves into her 
well lubricated vulva, teasingly 
flicking her dainty little love-bud: 
it all helps to push her over the 
edge, and into the vale of tears 
— a twilight world inhabited 
solely by well-punished, sore- 
bottomed, penitent young ladies 
such as she. 


You impress upon the doleful, 
weeping girl that true repentance 
demands total nakedness. She's 
in no state to offer any resistance 
so she faces the wall in order that 
you can unhook her bra at the 
back. Her firm young breasts, thus 
liberated, jostle and bounce en- 
ticingly as you playfully knead 
them, flicking the pretty nipples 
into erect prominence. You make 
a mental note to tell Mrs Harris to 
burn her daughter's bras, in 
favour of white cotton vests to 
match those fleecy little pants of 
hers — 'age ten' should do: nice 
and clingy, and all in the name of 
discipline, of course! Mrs Harris 
is gullible enough to swallow it 

. and anyway, her daughter's 
not suddenly going to become a 
little angel overnight . . . there'll 
be frequent lapses, meriting fur- 
ther corrective treatment — you'll 
make sure of that! The agreeable 
prospect of smacking Hazel's pert 
little bum ad infinitum stretches 
out before you: an endless vista 


for its precocious flauntings! Ig- 
noring her cries you speak on re- 
gardless; you're a Viking ber- 
serker, Attila the Hun reincarna- 
ted! Poor Hazel can do nothing 
save blubber and shriek, bubble 
and squeak, for all her tiny lungs 
are worth. 


When at length you judge her 
sufficiently tamed and schooled 
to be allowed to clamber pain- 
fully up off your lap (thus taking 
the weight off your erection) you 
order her to stand before you, 
hands on head, while you start 
undressing her in preparation for 
the second and final part of her 
come-uppance. 


Naughty girls who misbehave 
get their blouses unbuttoned and 
removed by their Uncle Armitage. 
Obediently she bends her arm so 
you can slide off the sleeve — 
what lovely tits burgeoning be- 
neath that skimpy cotton bra! (But 
you can't tell her that, fool!) Then 
Uncle thinks about unzipping 
their skirts and tugging them 
down over their bot, stinging bot- 
ties, because Uncle likes his frac- 
tious nieces to be just in their 
pants and bras. But not for long. 
Then he gets bored and decides 
to — 

‘Oh Mr Armitage! Hazel gur- 
gles miserably, “please don't take 
my ...my knickers down! Let me 
leave them on! Tears course 
down her cheeks; her fingers grip 
the waistband of her knickers in a 
childish, utterly futile attempt to 
prevent you from yanking them 
down to her knees. 

‘Don't create such a silly fuss, 
Hazel dear, about a simple smack- 
ing! Would you rather | took the 
cane to you?' you suggest help- 
fully. Blind panic overtakes her. 
Her eyes well with tears and she 
shakes her head furiously, hands 
clutching her bottom in defence. 
'Very well then. Let's get this dis- 
tasteful business over and done 
with so that you can go home to 
your mother and | can get back 
to my crossword. You utter the 
words solemnly, almost like a 
valediction — a papal blessing. 

But remembering her mother's 
advice not to stand any nonsense 
from her, you slap her hands 
away from the knickers she's been 
hanging onto for grim death, then 
pull them down to her ankles — 
pausing awhile to study the de- 
lectable little forest of blonde 
pubic growth. 


LITTLE 


On the ward she's as quiet as 
a little mouse. 

Those who know Sister Mild- 
may — nurses and even staff 
nurses who have been probation- 
ers once themselves under her 
jurisdiction — don't need three 
guesses to work out what's the 
matter with Student Nurse Eliza- 
beth Poole. What's the matter 
with Elizabeth is that when she 
gets off duty, Sister is going to 
have her knickers down — for 
the cane! 

The lecture, as always, is de- 
livered with young Elizabeth's 
knickers neatly displayed for 
Sister’s not-entirely professional 
assessment of the likely degree of 
punishment necessary to achieve 
the desired result — a contrite 
and preferably tearful student 
nurse, and a nicely caned bottom 
to take to bed as a reminder. 

Elizabeth's knickers come down 
— her bottom pops up as Sister 
has her timid subordinate arrange 
herself properly for the cane. 
‘Properly’ means that the tender, 
cheeky undercurves of Elizabeth s 
bum are offered obediently to the 
stick. 

Bending the knees is strictly 
forbidden — hiding as it does the 
sweetest, most tempting part of 
the target — so Elizabeth, who 
can't help it if her little bum 
doesn't want to be caned, has to 
get up into the chair and bend 
forward so that her bottom has 
to take it where Sister wants to 
give it to her. 

Oh, l'd hate to be Student 
Nurse Elizabeth Poole! 
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SPANKERS 
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she'd much rather suffer the pri- 
vate humiliation of a sound spank- 
ing at your hands, than the public 
disgrace of summary dismissal 
and subsequent court case. 

You'll be surprised at the alac- 
rity with which Miss Snooty 
Pants agrees to the former alter- 
native! All that's left to be decid- 
ed is where and when. Obviously 
you can't spank her in the office, 
in full view of your colleagues — 
they might get jealous and all de- 
mand a go. Besides, you must 
allow the girl to retain some rem- 
nants of pride. No. Tell her to 
report to your house tomorrow 
evening at seven. She won't like 
the idea one little bit, but in the 
circumstances there's not much 
she can do about it. 

Anything special you'd like her 
to wear? Stockings and suspen- 
ders eh? Well — don't be reti- 
cent, tell her to go out and buy 
'em. See? You've made her blush 
already! And while you're about 
it, why don't you also tell her to 
pop into that sex-shop in Albert 
Street and buy a cane? That'll 
give her something to think about! 

On her way home after work 
she'll remember with dread that 
you've specified 'a series of 
spankings and canings that will 
make sitting down pretty uncom- 
fortable — if not impossible — 
for the next few days!’ Mary sud- 
denly feels sick as she thinks of 
her superbly proportioned rear (all 
thirty-eight inches around the 
hips!) big and buxom enough to 
warrant a terrific tanning. No man 


days then you just haven't done 
the job properly . . . 

But enough of the Hazels of 
this world for the present — let's 
now turn our attention to the 
maturer end of the spanking spec- 
trum. Take Mary Codrington, for 
instance, the svelte, snooty Sales 
Rep at your firm. What words did 
you use to describe her? “Tall, 
blonde, well-made (big-breasted 
and broad-bottomed), five-seven, 
or thereabouts; invariably wears 
tight straight skirts that do noth- 
ing to hide the dramatic, sensual 
swell of her full hips’? Like to 
put her over your knee? Like to 
cane her? 

But, do | hear you say, she'll 
never agree to it? Not one of 
your timid, submissive little 
Hazels, is she? She'll slap your 
face scream RAPE! — kick 
you in the balls — take you to 
court, will she? Well, here's a 
piece of sound advice for you: 
slip unobtrusively into the 'Dog 
and Dart tomorrow lunchtime, 
armed with a concealed cassette- 
recorder, and if your luck's really 
in, you'll be able to ‘bug’ her 
while she boasts to Moreen from 
Accounts about how easy it would 
be to fiddle money from the coffee 
fund. Rush back to the office, raid 
the coffee-money tin when no 
one's looking — then, when Miss 
Snooty-Pants Codrington returns, 
confront her with the incriminat- 
ing evidence. lgnore her angry 
denials and vehement protests of 
innocence: make up her own mind 
for her by asserting that naturally 


IN PART ONE, you'll remember, 
we left you smacking the bare 
bottom of your naughty paper- 
round girl, Hazel Harris. Since 
then her conveniently asinine 
mother has called round, not only 
to thank you profusely for ad: 
ministering a dose of much-need- 
ed discipline to her erring daugh- 
ter's pertly pouting backside, but 
to suggest that your bottom- 
smacking sessions with young 
Hazel be henceforth regularised 
onto a weekly basis! 


We're delighted to report, 
though, that even after half-a- 
dozen painful trips across your 
knee, Hazel shows not the slight- 
est sign of mending her ways. 
You're obviously not being strict 
enough. May we venture to re- 
commend the judicious applica- 
tion of a three-foot long, crook- 
handled school cane? On her bot- 
tom, of course — we hold no 
brief for the ridiculous, potenti- 
ally dangerous policy of caning 
on the hands. Introduce her to it 
gently — say no more than six 
on the first occasion, building up 
gradually to a maximum of twelve 
strokes (knickers down around 
her ankles, touching her toes) 
then let us know how she gets on 
with that. Above all, remember 


that a cane's a cane — not some 
sort of erotic tickling-stick! Lay it 
on good and hard — she won't 


respect you for it if you don't. A 
good test is to inspect her bottom 
daily after it's been caned, and 
if the marks disappear within four 
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when it comes to attaching them 
to the suspender belt; she also 
finds she has to look behind her 
in the full-length mirror to check 
that the seams are straight. She 
notices with a pang of unease 
how prominent her plump white 
bottom is in the reflection: it 
seems to protrude more than she 
realized, and the spread and deep 
division of the cheeks give it 
breadth as well of depth. Tenta- 
tively she touches it and experi- 
mentally smacks it with both 
hands — one on each cheek. Not 
unpleasant . . . she discovers. So 
she fetches the cane and tries 
that. This proves far less enjoy- 
able — it stings considerably and 
leaves vicious little red stripes 
across her rear. Mary's left in no 
doubt that, however much she 
dreads the idea of being spanked 
over your knee, she has infinitely 
more to fear from the cane. She 
has a sudden urge to snap it in 
two across her knee — but she 
knows you'll only make her buy 
another. She swears loudly at 
you: 

"Christ! What a bastard!’ 

Ever been called that before by 
a lovely woman? Better get used 
to it since it won't be the last 
time, if you wish to extend your 
spanking activities! 

Mary looks at her watch: 
twenty minutes to go! She better 
not be late! Hastily she slips on 
her bra, knickers, a white under- 
slip, white silk blouse and finally 
a black straight skirt, slit up the 
back. She checks in the mirror 
again and is intensely relieved to 
find that the slit finishes some 
way below the tops of her stock- 
ings. Now that wou/d have been 
embarrassing! She nearly forgets 
the cane and has to go back into 
the bedroom for it; she doesn't 
know quite what to do with it so 
she stuffs it into a light travelling 
bag, curling it round to fit into 
the close confines. Then she hur- 
riedly quits the flat. 

At three minutes to seven she 
arrives at your door and rings the 
bell. You can make out the blurred 
shape of her magnificent figure 
through the thick glass panelling. 
You usher her into the dining 
room. With downcast eyes and 
violently beating heart she hands 
you the cane. You inspect it 
thoroughly, swishing it this way 
and that Mary's stomach turns 
somersaults at the ominous his- 
sing sounds — before laying it 
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lining the walls and, finding no 
sign of what she’s seeking, is 
obliged to take her turn at the 
counter, amongst the smirking, 
nudging male customers and en- 
quire of the assistant, in halting, 
nervous tones: 

"Excuse me, er, um — that is, 
do you sell c-canes ?’ 


You can hear a pin drop in the 
crowded shop. Mary's certain 
that they've all heard every word. 
The swarthy, Latin-looking assist- 
ant comes to her rescue — every 
inch a gentleman. Ignoring poor 
Mary's obvious embarrassment, 
he calmly produces a bunch of 
genuine school punishment canes 
and invites her to select one. 
Mary regards them with horror 
and eventually chooses one slight- 
۱۷ more slender than the others, 
supposing that it'll do less dam- 
age to her. She pays for it, then 
beats a hasty retreat. The assist- 
ant can only offer her a flimsy 
brown paper bag in which to con- 
ceal the cane, and the crook- 
handle peeps slyly out of the top. 
All the way home Mary is sure 
that the people she passes in the 
street — particularly men سب‎ 
have guessed the nature of her 
purchase and are speculating as 
to whether her bottom is its in- 
tended target! 

She arrives home with little 
more than an hour to spare be- 
fore the dreaded ordeal. She's 
beginning to wish the earth would 
swallow her up, or that the world 
would end. If only the Russians 
would launch their nuclear attack 
and let her off the hook! Perhaps 
if she phones you up and pretends 
she's ill? But that'll only postpone 
the hour of reckoning and give 
her more time to brood on it. It’s 
precisely the waiting for it to hap- 
pen that she finds so hard to 
bear... 


She strips and has a quick, re- 
freshing shower. Drying herself 
with plenty of talcum, she puts 
out some clean underwear: a 
white bra and a pair of white cot- 
ton knickers that'll lend her just 
the right air of maidenly purity 
that she hopes will disarm you 
and soften your heart. She fast- 
ens the unfamiliar suspender belt; 
the straps dangle coolly against 
her bare thighs. Then she care- 
fully unwraps the black stockings 
and sits down to put them on, as 
she’s seen heroines do in films. 
She finds she has to stand up 


has dared so much as touch it 
since the days of her childhood, 
when her father used to spank her 
occasionally for silly, trivial 
things like answering him back or 
forgetting to put her bike away 
in the garage at night. Shed al- 
ways ended up over his knee, 
knickers dangling round her 
ankles, and a sound, painful bot- 
tom-smacking before being sent 
upstairs to bed — her big glow- 
ing bum on display. How she'd 
sobbed and vainly tried to mas- 
sage the awful stinging from her 
burning rump! She'd vowed at the 
time that no other man would 
ever treat her in this shameful 
way, and up until now her self- 
assertive — even aggressive — 
manner had successfully dis- 
couraged all unwelcome atten- 
tions in the form of pinches and 
slaps from male admirers. But 
now it's about to happen all over 


again — worse still, from a man 
she hardly knows! It's all a night- 
mare — is it really happening to 
her? 


Next morning, Mary awakes 
with a terrible sinking feeling in 
her tummy. She feels like a 
prisoner under sentence. She'll 
not be clinching many business 
deals with her clients today; she 
feels too listless and preoccupied. 
She becomes morbidly obsessed 
with the size of her bottom, and 
also with the idea that you might 
even ask her to remove some 
articles of clothing. Why else, if 
not to gaze upon them, had you 
specified stockings and suspen- 
ders? 

She packs in her round of calls 
earlier than usual, finding it im- 
possible to concentrate on work. 
All the time she keeps wanting to 
blurt out absurd things like: ‘I’m 
going to get my bottom spanked 
tonight! Please can't someone 
think of a way to get me out of 
this?' or: 'Do you think he'll make 
me take my knickers down?' On 
her way home she visits a big de- 
partment store where she buys a 
white satin suspender belt and a 
pair of black seamed stockings. 
She's sure they'll prove to be un- 
comfortable — she's never worn 
stockings before, always tights. 

Her next errand is, to say the 
least, humiliating. She has to 
practically force herself to enter 
a seedy sex-shop, full of the type 
of men she always imagined 
would be there. Nervously she 
scans the rows of lurid magazines 


floor in a vain effort to drown out 
the pain. Then she tries to reach 
behind her with her arm to pro- 
tect her belaboured bottom, but 
your hand seizes her wrist in a 
vice-like grip. Her blubberings 
increase in volume commensurate. 
with the intensity of the stinging 
smacks. The clothes brush, with 
its large, oval surface area, is now 
superimposing violently crimson 
blotches upon the general roseate 
hue of Mary's shamelessly writh- 
ing sit-upon. 

How she sobs! How she begs! 
How she pleads; But all to no 
avail. Relentlessly the brush rains 
down on those blazing buttocks of 
Mary's that alternatively contract 
and relax in time to the pistol- 
shot-like smacks. Her shrill, ur- 
gent cries have practically reach- 
ed orgasmic level! Feeling that 
perhaps you've gone a little bit 
too far, you lay down the brush 
and press your palm against her 
shuddering, scarlet cheeks 一 
naturally they feel hot and burn- 
ing. This isn't surprising, although 
there appears to be no lasting 
damage done: the purple blotches 
will probably disappear in a few 
days. But when you probe further 
down, between her legs, you en- 
counter a considerable degree of 
sticky wetness. With a sigh of 
utter resignation you abandon all 
hope of ever understanding the fe- 
male psychology! You can get up 
now, Mary,' you tell her, your tone 
of voice betraying your bewilder- 
ment. 'l've decided to postpone 
your caning till our next meet- 
ing.” 

Fighting back the remainder of 
her tears, she struggles up off 
your lap, pulls her knickers up 
over her burning rump, replaces 
the rest of her clothing, gratefully 
accepts your offer of a drink, but 
afterwards leaves at the earliest 
opportunity — pale, dishevelled, 
and preoccupied. Your last words 
are to remind her to return for 
her second dose exactly one week 
later — no excuses accepted — 
and to add a warning that next 
time it really will be the canel 

Before turning in for bed that 
night, she lifts the hem of her 
nightie and closely inspects her 
well-spanked bottom in the bed- 
room mirror. It’s still very red and 
rather blotchy in parts, although 
the fierce pain has by now subsid- 
ed to a pleasurable glow. Ginger- 
ly she eases herself into bed and 
puts out the light. But she finds 


she is, awkwardly draped across 
your lap — fingers and toes 
touching the floor either side of 
you. Her vulnerable, ivory bottom 
wobbles engagingly as though 
begging for a reprieve, although 
its attractive owner knows that 
none will come. 

She really is a splendidly-built 
woman: her buttocks are gener- 
ously, but not excessively, pro- 
portioned: quite fleshy, especially 
at the lower summits towards the 
base, rather broadly separated as 
they merge into the full thighs 
and rounded calves. You lay the 
sturdy clothes brush across both 
her ample buttocks at the point 
where they jut out most cheekily, 
declaring your intention to: 
"Smack that naughty bottom of 
yours until | think you are suffi- 
ciently punished, Mary! Under- 
stand?’ 

As her only answer is a discon- 
solate groan, you proceed to lift 
the brush and bring ۱۲ down quite 
briskly upon the outer edge of 
the top of her right buttock. Mary 
gasps, more in surprise than pain, 
turning back to regard you with 
an expression of fear mingled 
with contrition. The brush has 
faithfully registered a crimson 
outline of itself upon her soft 
yielding flesh! You attack the 
other cheek in similar fashion, 
continuing in earnest with a crisp 
barrage of smacks at two-second 
intervals, covering an extensive 
area of flesh from the base of her 
spine down to the tops of her 
thighs, just where her stockings 
end. Soon a deep redness suff- 
uses her entire bottom. Its effect 
is to quickly sensitise the area — 
not unpleasantly at first, although 
this soon changes when you really 
begin to punish her with hefty 
wallops that resound throughout 
the room. Then a most uncomfort- 
able stinging sensation invades 
her nether regions, neutralising the 
feeling of stickiness she's begin- 
ning to experience in between her 
legs. Pleasure and pain are fight- 
ing to gain ascendancy, with the 
latter emerging as clear winner! 

Soon she's moaning and buck- 
ing like a rebellious filly being 
broken in by her master. Her legs 
begin to kick wildly until you pin 
them to the floor with your own. 
Her long flowing hair becomes 
damp and sticky, and clings to 
her face where her make-up is 
mingling with her tears. She 
clenches her fists and pounds the 


on the table. Then you proceed 
to give Miss Snooty-Pants the 
biggest talking-to she's ever had 
in her life... 

Twenty minutes later, and very 
much against her will, you've per- 
suaded her to part company with 
her skirt, underslip and, for some 
strange reason unknown to her, 
her blouse. She feels awkward 
and undignified — even hot — in 
only her underwear. Her suspen- 
der straps dig uncomfortably into 
her thighs and her knickers have 
an annoying tendency to ride up 
in between her cheeks. Still, she's 
naively cherishing the hope that 
you ll allow her to keep them on. 


You hate to have to disillusion 
her, but it has to be done: 'Mary, 
pull down your knickers and come 
across my knee!' (Ah, those im- 
mortal words! How they echo 
down through the ages — redo- 
lent of Man's inherent supremacy 
over Woman!) Meanwhile, you've 
seated yourself on one of your 
straight-backed dining chairs 
which you've pulled out into the 
middle of the room. With one 
hand you beckon Mary over to 
you: with the other you purpose- 
fully grasp a large wooden clothes 
brush — excellently suited to the 
task of belabouring Miss Snooty- 
Pants’ generously proportioned 
derriere. She stares at in in wide- 
eyed horror. 


hats not fair!’ she gasps. 
‘You didn't say anything about 
that!' You remind her of the terms 
of your agreement: a series of 
punishment sessions, the exact 
number to be determined by you 
alone, and the implements used 
to be solely at your discretion. At 
this point Mary's nerve fails com- 
pletely and she breaks down and 
cries before you've even touched 
her. What would her colleagues 
at the office say if they could see 
her now? What would they give 
to see the big, sad tears glistening 
on her cheeks, causing her mas- 
cara to run down in little rivulets? 
To see her standing there, an un- 
willing victim of circumstance — 
knickers crumpled and twisted at 
half-mast, big bottom ripe and 
yielding, offering you a tempting 
target. You're incredibly aroused 
by the sight of her near-naked- 
ness — so much so that you've 
half a mind to dispense with the 
spanking altogether and take her 
straight up to bed. But reason 
prevails and in no time at all there 
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garments now lie in a heap on the 
floor. 

You can't leave them there, 
Mary. They'll get creased — be- 
sides which, it's untidy! The 
anger in your voice is enough to 
start her juices flowing. “Pick 
them up and hang them neatly 
over that chair — no, not that 
chair — that's the one you're 
going to be bending over! | meant 
that chair over by the table.' 

Your voice betrays the feverish 
excitement you're feeling. Mary 
bends down to retrieve the offend- 
ing garments and then turns to- 
wards the table where, for the 
first time, she notices the horrid 
little yellow cane. 

My word!’ you enthuse. ۵ 
those knickers, Mary! When you 
bend down | can see everything! 
Did you buy them specially?’ 

‘N-N-No! I’ve had them ages . . ’ 
her voice trails off unconvincing- 
ly. 

‘Look brand new to me! Brand 
SPANKING new!’ 

Mary feels sick with mortifi- 
cation! 

‘In fact they're so pretty, why 
don't you leave them on for the 
first instalment of today’s punish- 
ment?” you suggest brightly. 
‘Come across my knee in them 
and l'Il smack you with my hand!’ 

Swallowing her pride, Mary 
obediently does as she's told. 
She discovers she quite likes the 
feel of your hand on her bottom. 
Its somehow more caring, more 
personal than the clothes brush. 
Even so, you are, as always, 
dreadfully thorough, and you set 
about warming not only the area 
covered by her knickers but also 
the bare flesh between knickers 
and stockings. Mary is finding it 
difficult to keep still, but she's 
firmly resolved that this time, un- 
like the week before, she'll give 
you no cause to forcibly restrain 
her. Complete immobility, how- 
ever, proves to be out of the 
question — the loud impacts of 
your hand striking her well- 
fleshed bottom and the regular 
rhythm of the spanking soon have 
her writhing and heaving as be- 
fore. The actual sound produced 
by the hand-smacking is very 
different from the dull thuds of 
the clothes brush: it's more dram- 
atic, more high-pitched, more 
explosive — and obviously every 
bit as painful, if Mary’s lively, 
animated reactions are anything 
to go by. 
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those of dread and dismay at the 
prospect of having to submit to 
that horribly vicious cane. She 
sleeps fitfully and awakes with a 
jolt, remembering what's in store 
for her today. She tries to throw 
herself into her work to take her 
mind off things, but it proves 
impossible so she abandons it 
even earlier than the previous 
week. Back home, she showers, 
drenches herself in perfume, and 
slips into the new french knickers 
— hoping against hope that their 
teasing femininity will distract 
you from your stern purpose. 

You show her into the dining 
room as before; few words are 
wasted on preliminaries, but you 
do condescend to offer her a 
drink. ‘No thanks. If it’s all the 


same to you I'd like to get it over 
and done with as soon as possi- 


ble.” She looks pale, drawn, and 
rather frightened. She's reluctant 
to look you in the eye, and her 
hands fidget constantly at the seat 
of her skirt. You adopt the banter- 
ing approach: 

‘Mary, do | detect a note of 
eagerness in your voice? Don't 
tell me you actually enjoyed what 
I did to you last week?" 

The blood rushes to her face 
and she stumbles over her words 
in her haste to refute such an 
allegation: 'Of course not! How 
could you think that! she pro- 
tests. But then she recalls, with 
a jolt of embarrassment, how 
you d touched her down there and 
discovered how sticky and over- 
flowing she'd become. That was 
the whole root of her dilemma: 
that was what made her so angry 
about the whole thing: the spank- 
ing she'd received had really hurt 
at the time — yet she'd been 
masturbating furiously to the 
memory of it ever since! How 
could she! She felt that she'd 
irrevocably betrayed all her cher- 
ished feminist principles. Oh, the 
shameful indignity of it all! She, 
of all people! A briskly efficient 
junior business executive, bare- 
bottomed across your knee, howl- 
ing her head off like any snotty- 
nosed little brat getting her bum 
smacked! And worse still — 
coming back for more! Dreading 
the actual event itself — yet 
guiltily relishing the thought of 
the afterglow... 

Of her own accord she com- 
mences loosening her skirt, tug- 
ging it down and stepping out of 
it. Likewise her underslip. Both 


it difficult to sleep, she tosses and 
turns a lot — not because of the 
pain but because of a series of 
erotic images that haunt her. She 
vividly remembers you putting 
your hand down between her legs 
while she was lying over your lap; 
she remembers the exploratory 
caress of your fingers on her sex- 
ual organs. Now, when she touch- 
es herself there, she finds she's 
very wet. 

Slowly at first, but with increa- 
sing momentum, she begins to 
pleasure herself. She's amazed to 
discover that she becomes highly 
aroused at the thought of being 
totally mastered by a dominant 
male. She remembers the way you 
made her undress . . . the sharp 
sting of the brush thudding down 
upon her enflamed backside, en- 
gendering feelings within her she 
never knew existed . . . The mere 
thought that next week you're 
going to beat her unmercifully 
with the cane, 15 enough to make 
her come noisily, gratefully — 
releasing a whole gamut of con- 
flicting emotions that had been 
building up during her strange 
ordeal. After that, she sleeps 
peacefully in blissful fulfilment. 


Next morning she awakes, stiff 
and aching, but, in a funny sort 
of way, exhilarated. She's quite 
surprised to find that the marks 
from yesterday's thrashing are 
quite fast disappearing. Still, its 
legacy seems to put a spring into 
her step, and sitting down — al- 
though not painful — provides a 
constant, crisp reminder of the 
night before. Looking back on the 
experience, as well as forward to 
the next one, she decides that her 
plain, unexciting knickers had let 
her down in comparison with the 
pretty suspender belt and the 
stockings, so that evening she 
returns to the same lingerie de- 
partment and buys a pair of de- 
liciously frivolous, frilly white 
french knickers. When she tries 
them on at home she's pleased 
to find that, although quite widely 
cut on the leg, they cling tightly 
to her seat, accentuating the 
division of her cheeks. Her pubic 
hair can be clearly discerned 
through the flimsy, transparent 
material. 


But a week later, the night be- 
fore her second punishment, all 
feelings of enthusiasm for the 
proceedings have completely 
drained away, to be replaced by 


"1-1 can't get up!’ she 5 
pathetically. ‘| feel as though I’m 
on fire!’ 

‘Nonsense, Mary! You're just 
very sore, that's all! Here, take 
my hand.' You pull her gently up 
to a standing position. “Would 
you like me to rub some cream 
on it?" 

She nods almost eagerly and 
once more spreads herself gin- 
gerly, painfully, across your knee 
for you to rub in the healing oint- 
ment. The muscles of her magni- 
ficent bottom spasmodically flex 
and relax while you massage it 
with commendable care and 
thoroughness, and she catches 
her breath suddenly when you 
touch the ridge-like weals left by 
the caning. Despite all the pain, 
she's not unaware of the hard- 
ness in your trousers, pressing up 
against her thigh. 

Nor does she object when, as 
before, your hand strays to be- 
tween her legs and commences 
to caress her hot, sticky sex. Nor 
does she object when, surrending 
to your baser instincts, you lay 
her down on the floor and without 
further ado proceed to screw her 
with no small degree of enthusi- 
asm. Despite the hardness of the 
floor against her sore, ridged 
bottom she responds  greedily 
and energetically to your atten- 
tions, quickly reaching a specta- 
cularly noisy climax. 

‘Now I'm ready for that drink!’ 
she gasps afterwards. You're 
amazed at the change in her. Her 
entire personality seems to have 
softened and mellowed. All in all 
the whole thing's obviously done 
her the world of good, but to re- 
inforce the conditioning, the 
course of treatment obviously 
needs to be extended. Over 
drinks, with Mary delicately per- 
ched on the plumpest cushion 
available, you're on the point of 
suggesting another meeting when 
she forestalls you by suggesting 
it herself! 

Well, what with naughty nym- 
phet Hazel and ever-eager Mary, 
we can see that you're going to, 
as they say, ‘have your hands 
full” in the next few months! If 
you do as well as we think you 
will, then you'll be writing Part 
Three of Spankers’ Manual your- 
self! If, on the other hand, things 
go disastrously wrong and you 


have to flee the country — don't 
blame us! We were only trying 
to be helpful... 


abject disgrace — red-bottomed, 
her knickers at half-mast! It 
pleases you to think of their re- 
action to the fact of Mary being 
punished . . . but it pleases you 
even more to dwell upon what 
they'd think of Mary deriving a 
certain amount of furtive, guilty 
satisfaction from the whole pro- 
ceedings! 

Funny creatures, women! Who 
would have thought that Mary, of 
all girls... ? But now I’m going 
to cane you, Mary, and 1 promise 
you one thing — it's really going 
ta hart. c 

So you make her shuffle over 
to the..tabie — her knickers still 
dangling comically round her 
ankles — fetch the cane, and 
bring it to you. (All part of the 
punishment ritual you've so care- 
fully, so lovingly dreamt up.) She 
has to present you with it, exe- 
cute a mock curtsey as she bends 
to remove her knickers com- 
pletely, and her blouse (she ques- 
tions this, yet nevertheless 
obeys); then, clad in only stock- 
ings, suspender belt and bra, 
she's told to bend right over the 
chair until her fingers grip the 
legs below the front of the seat. 
This raises her up, like a ballet 
dancer, practically onto her toes, 
and also pushes her bottom high 
in the air. 

‘Open your legs, Mary.’ 

SMACK!! “OUCH! OW!’ 

۰۱ said OPEN YOUR LEGS! 
Wider . . . that's better! That's 
finel’ 

Now her anus and sex are 
rudely displayed for inspection. 
Just as you thought — not only 
is she damp, she's sopping! 
Ready for more than just the 
canel 

But first things first. You ad- 
minister the traditionally hallow- 
ed six-of-the-best. The first stroke 
hits her fairly and squarely across 
the part of her bottom that swells 
out most seductive:y. The next 
four are evenly distributed: two 
above and two below the first. 
Your final stroke catches her with 
such force that Mary nearly top- 
ples forward over the chair. 

She's crying in real earnest 
now, her tears splashing onto the 
floor. Her poor bottom is the 
colour of beetroot all over, after 
the prolonged spanking it receiv- 
ed, in addition to which the can- 
ing has left a legacy of six 
purpling weals that will undoubt- 
edly remain for days. 


Five minutes of this and she's 
beginning to wish she'd never 
bought those bloody knickers — 
they ve had quite the reverse 
effect that was intended! Rather 
than mollify you they seem to 
have goaded you into smacking 
her harder than ever! They're so 
transparent you can see the ever- 
reddening rosy blush of her 
cheeks beneath. Her eyes grow 
misty with tears as she realises 
that any minute now she'll be 
denied even this scant protec- 
tion. How right she is! 


“Get up, Mary! Now, pull them 
down. Right down to your ankles 
— that's right! Over my knee 
again. Hurry up, girl, | haven't 
got all day!’ Once the shame- 
faced, tearful Miss S-P. has 
again adopted a bent-over pos- 
ture that accords with your ap- 
proval, you re-commence the 
smacking. 


‘Ah, that's better!” you exclaim, 
in between slow, deliberate 
spanks aimed at the cheekiest, 
most prominent part of her wob- 
bling buttocks. ‘Your bare bottom 
doesn't seem to hurt my hand as 
much as when you were wearing 
knickers — | think the nylon must 
have been retaining the heat!’ 
(How dare he complain about his 
hand! she fumes amidst her tears. 
What about my poor bottom?) 


But by now Mary's completely 
forgotten her resolutions of 
bravery, and is starting to whim- 
per and blubber like a school-kid. 
Her bum feels like a balloon — 
all swollen up and huge. He's 
particularly distressed at the fact 
that her involuntary wrigglings 
and leg-scissorings are exposing 
more of her private person than 
any modest young lady should 
deem decent. She feels meta- 
morphosised into a child again — 
a hip-squirming, grubby-faced, 
precocious little tomboy: 


"Oh please, sir! I'll do anything 
you want, sir IF ONLY YOU'LL 
STOP SMACKING MY POOR 
BUMMY!’ 


But now it's ‘cane Mary's bot- 
tom' time. God, but you've been 
looking forward to this! Think of 
all the times she's belittled, 
ridiculed and humiliated you and 
your colleagues in the office! Just 
imagine the look on their faces if 
they could see her now: Miss 
onooty-Pants standing there in 
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BELINDA . 
GETS A TASTE 


In Mrs Johnston's home, firm 
order is the style. Most teenagers 
couldn't cope with her incessant 
demands, her million DO's and 
DO NOT's, the impossible stan- 
dards of behaviour she sets for 
her stepdaughter Belinda. 

Poor Belinda does her best to 
placate her extraordinary guard- 
ian. But whatever she does, you 
can be sure Mrs Johnston will 
snap: “It's not good enough! You 
have disobeyed me once again! 
l've never known such a naughty 
girl! You're wicked, wicked, 
wicked, wicked! 
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We could go on for half an 
hour in this vein, and it would 
all be an understatement. Belin- 
da's stepmother is strict to the 
point of absurdity, some would 
say. Others might approve of her 
old-fashioned disciplinary meth- 
ods. Sometimes Belinda reckons 
she should go back to teaching 
— for it's as if she is dishing out 

unishments to a whole class in- 
stead of just one pretty daughter, 
who's past school-leaving age in 
any case. Mrs Johnston has nos- 
talgically retained her school- 
mistress's cane, and believes in 
keeping it sinuously flexible 
through regular use—on Belinda. 

On the day our photographer 
called, Mrs Johnston had just 
finished totting up the marks in 
her Big Black Book. Marks indica- 
ting each and every one of Belin- 
da's transgressions — one for a 
broken saucer, three for coming 
in after midnight, two for un- 
tidiness, one for forgetting to 
write a letter, etcetera. Marks 
which have to be transferred to 
Belinda's delicate behind when 
Mrs Johnston has finally comput- 
ed the weekly totals. 


A TEACHER 


LEARNS 


McBride, and see me after Cass,” seemingly liberal uSe of corporal 


punishment, for even in Scotland 


"And Just what do you think 
you're doing?'' 


* * 
She turned around in a flash, her 
eyes meeting mine, her pretty face 
turning a bright red as | approached 
her. 

It was Fiona, It had to be Fiona. 
With her back to me | wasn't able 


| had been a teacher at Challonden 
School for Young Ladies for almost at my last post it had been done 
away with completely. 

But at Challonden It appeared 

to be very much the modus operandi. 


Any parent not wishing their 


| taught Geography and History 
and was one of SIX teachers. 

It was a comparatively expensive 
establishment and it's academic 
record was nothing short of Superb. 


Challonden Was my third teaching 
post, the others being in a mixed 
Comprehensive In stirling and a 


It at my Interview, would be 
employed. 

| had found It Somewhat Intriguing. 
How exactly do children in a Set-up 
like that behave? Do they sit 
throughout their lessons In absolute 
Silence, in awe of their teachers 
who had carte-blanche to Spank 
them whenever they deemed It 
necessary? 

Actually, for myself and the only 
other male teacher, Mr. Johnstone, 


the platform behind my desk writing 
obscenities on the blackboard. 
Opportunity that had come my way 


| Stepped onto the platfor and i a 
PR. UD On P TW In 12 years as a qualified teacher. 


took the stick of chalk from her 
Nand. A gigle was heard from one of 
he other girls and it took some 
"fort from Fiona to fight back a 
Ittle laugh herself. 

“Return to your desk, Fiona 


something about the School that 
had Interested me since the 
OCCasion of my first Interview With 
the Headmistress. Mrs. Purdie, and 
the Board of Governors Was it's 
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imagine the sort of thing: ‘He 
touched me in some very funny 
places, Mummy'. We're completely 
covered - which is more than | can 
say for those little devils when 
they're receiving their just 
desserts.’ 

""Same again? Bitter isn't it?'' 
There was a lot | wanted to find 
out about the C.P. side of things at 
the school and | spent most of that 
evening pumping Alec for infor- 

mation. 

He had been there for three and a 
half years and, as you can imagine, 
had considerable experience of 
chastising young ladies. When | 
informed him that my experience of 
C.P. began and ended with the use 
of the tawse, and on hands only and 
that | had never actually used it on 
a girl, he filled me in on everything 
| had wanted to know about C.P. but 
was afraid to ask. 

It was information, though, that | 
didn't take advantage of until | 
had been at the school for nearly 
five weeks. 

My introduction to the 'art' of 
female bottom smacking came when, 
after three unheeded warnings to 
stop fidgeting and be quiet, | told 
one of the girls | was teaching to 
remain behind after the lesson had 
finished. 

Leaving the room, | walked along 
to the staff room and it was with a 
strange sense of foreboding that | 
approached Miss Allen, the Maths 
teacher. 

"l, er, I’m not too sure how to go 
about this,” | said, ‘But | have a 
girl in room 2 who ۱ have told to 
stay behind. She, er, has been very 
disobedient and distracting and ۱ 
felt she, er......'' 

“You feel she needs a dose of 
O.F.D.?'' she interrupted, ''No 
problem, Mr.Munro. Who is it?’’ 

"*It's Louise Lindsay, actually.’’ 

‘Right,’ she said, ''Let's not 
delay it any longer.’’ 

The idea of spanking the naughty 
Miss Lindsay hadn't, until this 
moment, had any direct sexual 
appeal. | felt that it was something 
that had to be done. However, as 
Miss Allen and | strode along the 
corridor to room 2, | began to feel 
a distinct sexual excitement. 

Whether this was simply because 
of the prospect of giving a girl a 
good hiding or whether it was due 
to the fact that it would be admin- 
istered in front of Miss Allen, an 
attractive young woman in her late 
twenties, | didn't know. What | ۵ 
know however, was that by the time 
we reached room 2 my heart-beat 
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powers as the female teachers?’’ 

"No, the school are all for it. © 
The only reason there has to be 
one of the women present is, well, 
| hardly have to spell it out for you, 
do ۱۶: the Sunday papers are full 
of stories about male teachers, you 
know, touching-up the girls in 
their care.’’ 

"Mind you, it safeguards us as 
well. This way we have a witness 
of the opposite sex just in case 
any enraged, sore-bummed little 
madam takes it upon herself to go 
home telling tales to Mummy and 
Daddy about 'What teacher did 
when he spanked me'. You can 
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the use of C.P. wasn't as easily 
administered as that. 

The female staff could hand out 
good hidings at will but Alec 
Johnstone and myself could only 
do so with one of the female 
teachers present. 

Alec had explained it all to me 


soon after | started at the school. 
‘It’s not that the school 


governors are against male teachers 
skelping the brats,'' he had told me 
over a few pints in the village pub, 
"Indeed, they encourage it. | mean, 
how can a male member of the staff 
command as much respect from the 

girls unless they have the same 
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"Come on, Louise,'' Miss Allen 
ordered, ''You know the drill by 
now.'' 

A very red-faced Louise walked 
to my right side while Miss Allen 
stood to my left. It was now down 
to me. Would | smack too hard and 
be branded a sadist? or would | 
smack too soft and have Miss Allen 
tell the other teachers that | was 
incapable of administering a simple 
spanking? 

"Come on, Louise. We've wasted 
enough time on you as it is,” 

Miss Allen thundered. 

| was well aware that it was | who 
should be taking charge of matters 
now and that it could possibly 
have been me that Miss Allen was 
refering to regarding time-wasting. 
But | found the situation so awkward. 
Miss AMen wasn't just witnessing 
the incident, nor was she merely 
supervising it. She was damn well 
running the show. Still, | was a 
novice. Everyone has to begin 
somewhere; to start at the bottom, 
if you like. 

Louise bent forward and | gave 
her a helping hand so that event- 
ually she lay in the time-honoured 
position across my lap. 

| looked down at the seat of her 
skirt and | remember thinking: 

Is this all mine?; all mine to 
spank? 

| glanced over at Miss Allen who 
nodded towards Louise's rear-end. 
| took this as meaning: “Lift her 
skirt up, then.’ | knew from what 
Alec had told me that spankings 
here were given on the seat of a 
girl's knickers, (the Head being 
the only person allowed to bare a 
girl's bottom), but | was filled 
with apprehension at the thought 
of actually going through with the 
unveiling of Louise's undies. 


Either out of understanding of my 
dilemma or out of sheer impatience, 
Miss Allen stepped forward, pulled 
the back of Louise's skirt towards 
her so that it rested on the girl's 
back, and tugged the knickers up 
tight before stepping back. 

This was it, | thought. It was 
definitely all down to me now. 

The only thing left to be done was 
to give the girl the spanking that 
she deserved. That was my job, 
and my job alone. No more assis- 
tance, now. Both Miss Allen and 
Louise expected it of me. If | 
failed I'd be the laughing-stock, 
not only of my fellow teachers, but 


of the other girls as well. 
The prospect before me was one 


of some beauty; Louise's pale thighs 
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you, do you realise that?'' 

“Yes, Miss. I'm very sorry Miss,’ 
the act continued. 

"Not half as sorry as you will 
be, young lady. To the front of the : 
class with you.’ 

Louise put her chair neatly under 
her desk and walked to my desk 
and up onto the platform. Miss Allen 
gave me a little nod which ۱ inter- 
preted as meaning: 'Go on, she's all 
yours.’ 

| stepped onto the platform, moved 

3 

my chair back against the wall and 
sat down. | | | 


had risen and that something else 
was threatening to rise as well. 

Louise was seated at her desk 
and rose when we entered the room, 
giving the appearance of just the 
little angel that she wasn't. Miss 
Allen wasn't to be taken-in by this 
show of the perfect, obedient 
schoolgirl. She was very matter- 
of-fact and came straight to the 
point. 

“Louise Lindsay,'' she boomed. 

“Yes, Miss.’’ 

"Mr.Munro and myself have had to 
forego our coffee-break because of 


“That was quite amazing,'' Miss 
Allen said after Louise had gone 
and | tried my best to regain my 
composure. 

"*Ilt was obvious that you'd never 
spanked a girl before, but by the 
end you were lamming away like an 
old pro.” 

"Okay was it, then?’’, | asked. 

""Not bad for a beginner,'' she 
replied, ''Not bad at all.” 


'""They've all gone, Sir. Can we 
get on with it?’’ 

'""Sorry?"'' 

“Can we get on with it, Sir?’’ 
| ve got Domestic Science next 
and Mrs.Logan will want a reason 
for my being late.’’ 

| looked up, coming out of my 
day-dream. 

“Er, what? Sorry?’’ 

"Can we get on with it, Sir?’’ 

“Oh er, yes, of course.’ 

“Or car 7 

“Go - no you most certainly 
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wriggled on my lap in a vain 
attempt to avoid my stinging palm. 

Going by Alec's advice | realised 
that, as the chastisement had 
lasted for about a minute, | should 
think of bringing it to an end. | 
was not, however, too keen on this. 
Genuine cries of pain were escaping 
from Louise now, and | was over- 
whelmed by a marvellous feeling of 
power. The girl was getting just 
what she deserved. She knew she 
wouldn't have got away with it 
had she been in the class of one 
of the more experienced teachers. 
She was simply trying it on; 
seeing just how far | could be 
pushed. 

| decided to give her three more. 
| lengthened the pause between 
smacks and made them harder than 
the others had been, ending with an 
almight whack on the lowest, 
plumpest portion of her bum. 

Louise screamed and my hand 
fell still at my side. Miss Allen 
told her to get up, compose herself 
and leave. 


meeting the contrasting navy-blue 
knickers which tightly cuddled a 
gorgeously rounded schoolgirl 
bottom. 

| placed my left hand firmly onto 
her back and watched, as if it 
wasn't under my control, my right 
hand ascend about two and a half 
feet over the delicious target. 

Inhaling deeply, | brought my 
hand down onto the soft bottom. 
The noise of the smack resounded 
around the room and Fiona gave 
out a not too convincing ''Owww!. 
The second slap was harder and 
was met with another, louder, cry. 
| looked up at Miss Allen who's 
eyes were fixed on Louise's bottom. 
Go on, man, | thought, get stuck 
into it! | continued the punishment 
and found myself getting into quite 
a rhythm. | was spanking at a rate 
of about one every five seconds, | 
suppose, and by the time | had 
delivered about a dozen, Louise's 
cries were appreciably louder and 
far more convincing. Her bottom 
tensed in between spanks as she 


24 


x = 


4 ب اي عم 36 


a عم‎ C 

, A 

A‏ جرا 
3 


فا ام © AJA‏ 


Kant 


BEL 


rt 


Oo 
et 
"A, 


du 


e e‏ مني ونم 


and the others to the school hall. 

Not surprisingly, | was more than 
a little concerned. During assembly 
| took out the envelope and, whilst 
being watched by Fiona McBride, 
read the note that it had concealed. 

| was expecting the worst; the 
school's governors would be 
brought in to interview me, l'd be 
sacked, branded a perverted sex- 
fiend and there would be banner 
headlines in the 'News of the 
World'; 'KINKY TEACHER SPANKED 
GIRL ON BARE BOTTOM’. 

All that Fiona’s mother said in 
the note was that she would apprec- 
iate it if | was to call round to her 
house the following evening at 8pm. 

| supposed that she wanted to 
verify Fiona's story before taking 
any action. 

| had a few drinks with Alec that 
evening, intending to confide in 
him and ask his advice. But | 
simply couldn't bring myself to 
tell him and it was a somewhat 
worried journey that | made to 
Fiona McBride's house the following 
evening. | 

Mrs. McBride turned out to be an 
attractive woman in her late 
thirties. She looked too young to 
have a 12-year-old child and, when 
| saw thatshe had another daughter 
who must have been about 16, | was 
quite taken aback. 

She ushered me into the lounge 
and told the girls to go to their 
rooms, Fiona giving me a wicked 
little grin as she left. 

Tea and biscuits were served and 
everything had started in a very 
civilised manner. 

""Mr.Munro,'' she began, ''I'll 
come straight to the point. Fiona 
came home from school the other 
day with a story that | would like 
you to confirm or deny. 

“She told me that you chastised 
her: firstly, without a member of 
the female staff in attendance and; 
secondly, that you spanked her on 
her unprotected bottom. | inspected 
her bottom and she had, indeed, 
been spanked but could you tell 
me how much of the rest of her 
story is correct?’ 


| replied that it was all true, that 
| realised that | should not have 
done it but that | had felt at the 
time that she deserved such punish- 
ment. 

She offered me a cigarette and lit 
it and her own, and sat back into 
her chair. 

“Would you tell me, Mr.Munro, 
what exactly Fiona had done to 
make you feel that such a punish- 
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| spanked as | had never spanked 
before. | was impervious to her 
cries, her pleas for leniency and 
justice. 

| must have given her about 15 
smacks when the word: ''Bastard'' 
left the sweet innocent's lips. 

That was it! My left hand stopped 
tugging on the waistband of her 
knickers as my right, in one swift 
movement, yanked them down over 
her bottom and thighs to her knees. 

"Sir, Sir, vou cant...” 

The bottom that lay before me was 
bedecked with the pink and red 
marks of the spanking. My one 
intention, as | shifted my position, 
pressing my left hand firmly into 
her back and wrapping my legs 
around hers, was to even-up the 
colouring of this precocious girl's 
cheeks. The view that | beheld was 
of a partly punished bottom; red 
in parts, pale pink in others and 
virginal white in yet others. This 
backside, would be a glowing crim- 
son all over when I'd finished with 
it. Yes, | thought, an all-over tan. 

Fiona's protestations had ceased, 
giving way to cries of distress as 
| commenced stage two of the 
chastisement. 

| spanked away until my hand 
started to ache and Fiona's bum 
was as red as a beet. 


Convinced that the wretch had 
been well and truly punished for 
her sins, | stopped and helped her 
to her feet. 

Pulling up her knickers as she 
went she stepped down from the 
platform and made her way to the 
door. 

“You wait,'' she called out, 
"You just bloody well wait. I’m 
gonna tell my mum about you, 
you see if | don't.'' 

It was only after her departure 
that | felt the stinging in my hand 
and thought that if my hand stung 
what must her bottom be like? 

Her parting words were a little 
worrying. | had, after all, trans- 
gressed the rules somewhat. 

Nothing, though, was said for 
the rest of that day or the next 


day and my worst fears were allayed. 


However, two days later, after 
| had called the morning register 
and the girls were filing out of the 


classroom to go to morning assembly, 


Fiona came to my desk and dropped 
an envelope on it. 

"What's this?'', | asked her. 

**| told you I'd tell her,’’ was 
her reply. 

| stuffed the envelope into my 
jacket pocket and followed her 


can't go!'' | replied, recalling the 
crime this little minx had committed. 
As | said, | had been at Challonden 
for just short of a year. Since my 
inauguration into the spanking 
scene | had given many girls a sore 
bottom. Fiona, who was sitting 
demurely in front of me, had been 
over my knee on several previous 


occasions to date and here she was 
again, awaiting yet another bum- 


warming. 

| recalled those earlier punish- 
ments. A dozen smacks for attemp- 
ted cheating in a test with Mrs. 
Dewhurst, the English teacher as 
witness. Ten crisp whacks for 
swearing, with Mrs.Brown in atten- 
dance, and the last occasion, only 
two weeks ago, when under the 
eyes of Miss Allen | gave her a 
good twenty smacks for bringing 
into class an ‘adult magazine.’ 

All those transgressions, though, 
seemed to pale into insignificance 
when put alongside her most recent 
misbehaviour. 

| didn't take too kindly to having 
the words 'Mr.Munro plays with 
himself” scribbled in pink chalk on 
my blackboard and, as | looked over 
at the culprit, anger was building 
up within. 

For all Fiona's previous diso- 
bedience, | was somewhat surprised 
that a girl with her background 
could even think of such a thing, 
let alone scrawl it all over my 
blackboard. (I'd been given to 
understand that her father was a 
barrister). 

It would be all over the school in 
no time. What ۱ felt | had to do 
was ensure that Fiona's crime was 
suitably punished; that such acts 
of disobedience were simply not 
tolerated in my classroom. 

| instructed the girl to come to 
me and | hauled her over my lap. 

“BUE Si... 

‘What?’ 

"Sir, you musn't. Not without....'' 

"Not without a lady present? 
listen Fiona, this is between you 
and me. There will be mo witnesses 
this time.’’ 

| lifted the back of her skirt. 

“lm going to give you exactly 
what you deserve, you disgusting 
little wretch.’ 

| don’t know what had come over 
me but | was delighted with myself. 
| was completely in control of the 
situation; very much the seasoned 
spanker. 

| tugged Fiona's navy blues up 
as far as they would go and kept 
hold of the waistband as my right 
hand began it's task. 


“Right, Mr.Munro, you may com- 
mence. Ten we said - and make 
sure that she feels them.” 

"But Mum....,'' Fiona’s words 
were muffled by the cushion that 
her face was buried in. 

""Keep quiet, girl,” 

Fiona lay motionless over the sofa 
awaiting my attention. Her vest had 
tidden up her back and apart from 
her navy blues she was naked from 
her shoulder blades to her knee- 
length socks. 

Was | expected to take her 
knickers down? 

| certainly didn't feel averse to 
seeing her pert bum again but 
decided that perhaps, | shouldn't - 
not this time, anyway. There would 
be other occasions, | felt sure, 
that would enable me to bare this 
naughty girl's sit-upon. And not 
just hers - Pauline's as well. Now 
there was a thought. 

Gripping the slipper tightly in my 
hand, | began the punishment. 

"WRUPP!* ''Ow!'' 

"WRUPPP!* **Ow! It hurts!’’ 

‘WRUPPP!’ **Ow! Oh, please stop 
it, please.”” 


Ignoring her cries | continued, 
giving each whack time to sink in. 
Her bottom wriggled and contorted 
and as the tanning progressed her 
pleas for mercy abated, probably 
because she was realising that 
they were falling on deaf ears. 

The final wallop came and | made 
it an extra hard one right across 
the fullest part of her chubby, 
knicker-clad bum. 

"WRUPPP!!* 

""Excellent,'' Mrs.McBride annou- 
ced, “Now, up to your room with 
you, Fiona, and | hope that serve's 
to teach you that | will not tolerate 
lying in my house.’ 

She thanked me and | declined an 
offer of further refreshments. | left, 
making straight for the pub and a 
couple of stiff drinks before going 
back to my digs and doing exactly 
what Fiona had claimed ۱ did in 
pink chalk on my blackboard. 


in /oco parentis with regard to my 
daughters. When ۱ feel that they 
deserve a good hiding | could 
contact you and, if you agreed, you 
could call round and carry-out the 
necessary treatment. How do you 
feel about it?’’ 

Although | had been expecting 
the question, | was still somewhat 
taken aback by actually hearing it. 
| sat back in the chair and attemp- 
ted to give the impression that | 
was thinking deeply. 

Well,” | said finally, ۲۱ will 
agree to it providing the situation 
is understood fully by Fiona and 
Pauline.’’ 


"Of course.'' she said, and walked 


to the door to call the girls down. 

She made them stand in front of me 
and explained it all to them. It 
brought an; ''Oh, mum, you can’t!’’ 
from Pauline, but Fiona’s reaction 
was quite different: she giggled. 

"SO,'' her mother said, ''You 
consider it humourous, do you? 
Well, let's see if you find this as 
funny: Mr.Munro is going to give 
you, Fiona, a tanning right now. 

| was as surprised as Fiona. 

"But, mum, what for?’’ 

"For lying to me about Mr.Munro's 
reason for punishing you at school 
the other day.’’ 

She was about to protest but after 
looking at me remained silent. 

“You Sit yourself down, Pauline, 
and you, Fiona, go and fetch one 
of your gym slippers.’’ 

"But Mum, l....”* 

“VIL have no arguments, young 
lady. Do you want your father's 
tawse, instead?’’ 

Fiona left the room muttering 
protestations under her breath. 

“Right, Mr.Munro, we'll have her 
over the back of the sofa and | 
think, yes, ten would be sufficient,”' 
Mrs.McBride announced. 

The crestfallen Fiona returned 
and when told to, handed the slip- 
per to me, and after another protest 
unzipped and took off her dress 


- and bent over the back of the sofa. 


A glance over at Pauline showed 
that she was quite enjoying the 
whole thing. She was smiling quite 
openly and | was not the only one 
to notice. 

""And there's no need for you to 
look so pleased with ۲ 
her mother said, ‘I'm sure it won't 
be too long before you end up in 
this position. So think on that, 
young lady.’’ 

| thought on it and | have to say 
that the idea appealed to me tre- 
mendously. 


ment was warranted. She told me 
that she swore. ۱5 that what hap- 
paned?’’ 

“Not entirely,'' | replied, ''She 
wrote something disgusting on the 
blackboard - something about me. 
| spanked her first on the seat of 
her knickers but, and this is the bit 
that she told you about, when she 
called me ‘A Bastard’ | was so 
incensed | pulled her pants down 
and continued the punishment on 
the bare. I’m sorry if you feel..... 

"No apologies necessary, Mr. 
Munro,'' she said, ''In my opinion 
you acted quite correctly in the 
circumstances. The punishment, | 
feel, was fully justified.’’ 

Was | relieved? 

“More tea, Mr.Munro?’’ 


"Oh, er, yes please, Mrs.McBride.’’ 


“You thought, perhaps, that | was 
thinking of reporting you for failing 
to follow the correct procedure?’’, 
she asked. 

"Well,’’ I said, ''It had crossed 
my mind that you might.’’ 

“Well relax, because | have no 
intention of doing so.’’ 

"| am, as you may know, Mr. 
Munro, a widow. My husband passed- 
away six years ago. Since then | 
have had to bring up my daughters 
single-handedly and, when | tell 
you that my younger, Pauline, is 
every bit as disobedient as Fiona, 
| feel sure you can appreciate just 
how arduous a task that has been.’ 

"'You see, their father was very 
strict with them; they couldn't get 
away with anything when he was 
around. But now, well, they don't 
have that strong guiding hand to 
help them mend their ways. | 
occasionally smack the girls my- 
self, but, for some reason it doesn't 
seem to work; it doesn't, shall we 
say, have the desired effect. 

. “Quite frankly, Mr.Munro, lm 
beginning to despair of ever being 
able to control them at all. And it 
is because of this that | have an- 
other question to ask you.” 

| was sure | knew what the 
question was going to be and felt 
equally certain what my answer 
would be. 

"*It is my hope,’’ she continued, 
“That you will answer in the 
affirmative. But, of course, you 
are free to decide one way or the 
other. In no way do ۱ ask it with a 
threat of informing the school about 
what you did the other day; that 
matter is closed and, as | have 
already said, | sincerely believe 
that what you did was justified. 

“What | would like to know is 
whether you would consider acting 
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otherwise!' 
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=- supper. And don't 
bother to pull ‘em 
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up - I haven't quite 
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older these days, with clothes and 
make-up, as many a rueful publican 
has found out. This one certainly 
knew how to paint her face, skil- 
fully yet subtly — mascara, eye 
shadow, lipstick, the lot. Her hair 
was fairly short, cut in a fluffy 
style that again gave little hint of 
her age. She wore a soft grey 
sweater which hinted at a full 
bosom and skin-tight jeans tucked 
into expensive-looking high red 
leather boots. She looked nervous. 
As well she might, reflected the 
man behind the desk. 

“Come over here, he said. The 
girl crossed the dark interior of the 
panelled, masculine room, her boots 
making little noise in the dense 
carpet, and stood on the rug in 
front of the desk, illuminated by 
the pool of light from the shaded 
bulb which hung over it. She shuffl- 
ed nervously, her hands clasped in 
front of her, fingers intertwined, 
her eyes downcast. The man waited 
what seemed to her an age before 
he looked up from the papers on 
his desk and spoke. 

“Well then, what have you to say 
for yourself?” 

'N-nothing really, sir. I’m sorry 
sir I didnt think a 

The girl’s voice trailed off. 

‘Exactly,’ replied the man, arch- 
ing his fingers, tips together. “You 
didn’t think. But you are supposed 
to think, aren’t you? What’s your 
name again?’ : 

“Mandy, sir. Mandy Clark.” 

‘And your form?” 

‘Lower Sixth, sir.’ 

Lower Sixth. Yes. WelL. you 
really should though, shouldn't 
you? Think, I mean. We do rather 
expect girls in your position to set 
an example you know. Now, would 
you like to tell me, in your own 
words, what exactly happened?” 

Not really, thought the girl. No 
I wouldn't. 'Cos I’ve got nothing 
much to say and no way of getting 
out of it so I just wish you'd hurry 
up and get it over with. Aloud, she 
said: “Well, sir, I'd just got back 
from being home for the weekend, 
sir, and 1 was starving — Sorry, sir, 
I meant I was hungry, and so I 
went in to high tea, sir, just the 
way I was, forgetting to change, 
THEM 

‘Forgetting?’ 

‘Well, sort of, sir. I thought it 
wouldn't matter if I waited till I'd 
had tea, really.” 

‘I see. So rather than get changed 
into school uniform as you should 
have done and then waited for the 


and the eyes crinkled with humour. 
It was the decisive face of a man 
used to authority. 


The knock, when it came, was 
soft at first, then, suddenly, over- 
loud and longer than necessary, as 
if the person outside the door had 
suddenly plucked up courage to an- 
nounce their presence properly. 


‘Come,’ said the man. The door 
swung open and the girl entered. 


She was young, in either her late 
teens or early twenties. Mind you, 
reflected the man to himself, they 
can make themselves look years 


THE MAN at the desk glanced at 
his watch with the very slightest 


' ` frown of impatience. It was with 


some surprise that he realised that 
the minute hand was still some way 
from the top of the dial. He grunted 
slightly. He had made himself wait 
this long, savouring the anticipation 
of his treat and now he was getting 
agitated. He laughed inwardly at 
himself. 

He was in early middle age, his 
hair still thick though now greying 
at the temples. He was not con- 
ventionally handsome, but the 
features were rugged and regular 
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girl glanced around the room. It 
contained a table, chair and several 
hooks attached to the wall. Also, 
by the way she leaned forward and 
flicked at her hair, it was evident 
that, on her side, the back of the 
wardrobe was not plain glass, but a 
mirror. 

On the hooks hung two wire coat 
hangers. On the seat of the chair 
were various other items of cloth- 
ing. The girl gave them each a 
perfunctory examination and then 
gave a small shrug and began to 
undress. 


First she pulled the grey sweater 
inside out off her shoulders and 
over her head, letting it fall to the 
floor. This brought a slight grunt 
from the watching man. Young 
girls today were as sloppy as child 
aristocrats. A little discipline when 
younger would have made them a 
lot tidier. 


The girl's breasts were bare, she 
wore no bra. Her bosom was young 
and firm, with the aureoles around 
her nipples a darker colour than 
the nipples themselves. A white 
lace bra was one of the items which 
lay on the chair. Putting her arms 
through the shoulder straps, the 
girl leaned forward and jiggled her 
breasts into the cups before arching 
her arms across her back and half 
turning to clip the hooks at her 
back. Straightening up, she quickly 
inserted a thumb under each cup's 
edge and briskly arranged any way- 
ward flesh where it belonged and 
then unzipped her jeans. 


Realizing that she would have to 
remove her boots first, she bent 
over, lifting first one leg and then 
the other as she lowered the boot 
zips to her ankles and then kicked 
her footwear off. Then, with much 
wiggling, which caused her panties 
to ride halfway down over her hips, 
she hauled down the skin-tight 
jeans and stepped out of them, 
automatically pulling up her pan- 
ties after she had done so. She then 
noticed that the bra had a matching 
pair of pants and so, turning her 
back on the mirror, she inserted 
her thumbs into the elastic waist- 
band of the black nylon panties 
that she wore, and eased them 
down over her hips to her knees 
then stepped out of them, one foot 
at a time. Pausing only to rub the 
pink marks which the seams of the 
tight jeans had etched into the soft 
flesh of her hips, Mandy Clark 
picked up the new knickers, white 
like the bra and so brief they were 
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blows on or at, and er, four, sir, is: 
to punish by beating, to thrash.” 

“Very well, now look up the word 
canê 

"Tr, here it. is sit. Dyou want 
me to read it?’ 

Yes, mI I doe 

Er, Cane: to beat with a cane: 
to drive a lesson into with the 
cane. Sir’ 

'Very well. Put the book down 
on the front of the desk. Now then, 
what is the usual instrument used 
for correction in this establish- 
ment?” 

Er well sir, 1f youre: not very 
naughty you get the slipper but if 
you're a senior girl or you've been 
a bit bad it’s the cane sir.’ 

‘So what am I going to do?’ 

‘Give me the cane, sir.’ 


“Very well. Do try to use the 
most appropriate term. I am not 
going to strike you repeated blows. 
I most certainly am not going to 
thrash you. I am going to apply a 
length of rattan, which is a species 
of cane, six times with a modicum 
of force across your bare buttocks. 
So which is the better word or ex- 
pression?" 

“You're going to cane me sir,’ 
said the girl out loud. Privately the 
graphic description of her forth- 
coming experience was causing her 
tummy to flutter distinctly. Just 
what did a ‘modicum of force’ en- 
tail, she wondered? 


‘Firstly, though, I think you 


should return to your role as a 
pupil here. Dressed as you are you 
appear a smart sophisticated mod- 
ern young girl. I am in loco parentis 
over schoolgirls, not the sort of 
modern miss you appear to be. I've 
had your uniform brought over and 
itis in my small antechamber there. 
Go and get changed.’ 


The girl looked across the room 
at a door she had not previously 
noticed, a large wardrobe placed 
rather incongruously beside it. She 
crossed over to the door and went 
In. 

"Where's the light switch, sir?” 

Rising, the man crossed the room 
after her and opened the door of 
the wardrobe. 

“To the left of the door.” 


The door closed and there was 
the sound, muffled through it, of a 


light switch being clicked. The back 
of the wardrobe was suddenly 
illuminated. The man found him- 
self staring into the small dressing 
room as if through a glass wall. The 
other side, evidently oblivious, the 


second sitting an hour later you 
decided to brazenly defy the school 
rules and career about the place 
dressed like that?' 

"Din. Well. not exactly, sit. I 
thought as we have permish to wear 
our out togs when we go home, 
that because I was back a bit early 
it wouldn't matter, sir.' 

'You thought,' repeated the man, 
'that 1t wouldn't matter.' The girl 
thought that she had never heard 
an excuse that sounded so lame and 
soppy, put the way he put it. If he 
was me and I was him, she thought, 
I wouldn't let me get away with 
that. 

"Why didn't you get changed 
before you came to see me?' 

“Miss Parks told me to stay as I 
was, sir. So you could see me.' The 
girl hung her head and studied the 
pattern on the rug. 

‘I see. And you thought that it 
didn't matter. Well, Mandy, I'm 
afraid it does matter and I'm going 
to have to demonstrate to you just 
how much it matters. I've had oc- 
casion to speak to you about this 
sort of thing before, haven't I? 
General sloppiness and disobedi- 
ence?' 

"Yes. Sit.” 


"Well, impositions and detentions 
don't seem to have deterred you, 
do they? So we must find some 
other method of making you pull 
your socks up, mustn’t we?’ 


Gawd, thought the girl. I wish 
he wouldn't keep including me in 
his determination to make a perfect 
little Miss out of me. Pll be setting 
myself lines next! Aloud she mum- 
bled: 'S'pose so, sir.” 

"Very well. Now do you remem- 
ber what I said I was going to do 
next time you were sent to me?” 

“Yes, sir." 

“Well I'm going to do it now. 
What was it?’ 

“Um, you're going to beat me, 
sir.” 

A frown crossed the man's face. 
Briskly, he stood up, crossed the 
room to a bookshelf and returned 
with a heavy volume, which he 
thrust into the girl's hands as she 
sat down once more. 

‘Look up "beat", he command- 
êd: 

Fumbling with the big book, the 
girl did as she was told. 

“Found it, sir.” 

“Read out definitions one and 
four, oh, and two as well.” 

‘tim, one: to strike: repeated 
blows. Er, two: to strike repeated 
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‘A little further. Just below your 
stocking tops.” 

Blushing furiously, Mandy did as 
she was told. 

“Right. Grasp your ankles now. 
And keep your knees straight, girl! 
How many times do I have to tell 
you? Now, lets have a look at 
you.” 

She heard his footfalls as he 
walked around the desk and then, 
upside down, saw his left shoe as 
he paused behind her. Then came 
his warm firm fingers, disinterested 
and almost clinical in their touch, 
grasping a section of her left but- 
tock, kneading and testing the 
suppleness and resilience. 

'Hmm, not bad, she heard him 
say as he walked back to his desk. 


“You certainly laid it on this time. 
Now stand up.' 

Mandy stood up, puffing. 

'Now pull your knickers up and 
bring that chair to the centre of 
the room.” 

Mandy obeyed, hauling her pan- 
ties up over her hips and into place 
under her skirt as she walked 
across the room, picked up the 
straight-backed chair and set it 
down. Somehow she knew he would 
want it facing the painting. 

Now stand behind it, that's right. 
Now lean over and grasp the seat 
of the chair. Good, good. Now 
move your feet back a little so that 
your weight is actually on the 
chair. Head well down. Legs 
straight. Good. Now lift your skirt 
as before and take your knickers 
down.” 

Mandy obeyed. The top of the 
chair's back pressing across her 
tummy, she lifted her skirt and then 
slipped down her pants, careful that 
she lowered them to the right place 
this time. There was silence while 
the man considered the girl posi- 
tioned in front of him, knickers 
almost down to her knees, head 
between the outstretched arms that 
held her up in the required posi- 
tion, skirt up and her plump, 
smooth and flawless bottom up lift- 
ed for the admonitory kiss of the 
cane. 

'Hmm, not bad, but your knees 
are tending to bend inwards to- 
wards the chair. After a few strokes 
you'd be kicking from the knee 
and your weight would be hanging 
from your waist, not supported by 
your feet with a resultant alteration 
in the required muscle tension and 
resilience of the gluteal regions.” 

What? thought Mandy. Crumbs, 


upright, it did not quite cover the 
welts of her stockings. The slight- 
est bend or unwary stooping dis- 
closed tantalising glimpses of thigh, 
stocking top and suspender. She 
heaved a sigh and shook her head, 
ran her fingers once through her 
hair and went to the door and 
knocked. 

Im ready, sir, she called. The 
man closed the wardrobe doors 
and returned to his chair. 

‘Come in,’ he said. “Ah, Mandy. 
Yes, thats much better. Proper 
attire for a gel your age and posi- 
tion. Now, speaking of position, 
there are three that I favour having 
the recipient take up when receiv- 
ing punishment with the cane. As I 
haven't found it necessary to 
actually punish. you in this way 
before today I think we'll have you 
adopt each one in turn so that we 
can see which one your height and 
posture are best suited to.' 


Oo-er, thought Mandy Clark. 
I don't much like the sound of 
this. If he's going to do it, I wish 
he'd get it over with. I do hope he's 
not going to give me the usual 
lecture this time, like he always has 
done whenever I've been spanked. 
All that stuff about being respons- 
ible and discipline teaching us to 
discipline ourselves and so on. 
Aloud, she said: “Yes, sir.’ 

"Very well. Face that painting on 
the wall, will you?' Mandy did so, 
turning so that her left side was 
towards the desk and she was turn- 
ed slightly away from it instead of 
being parallel to it. 


'Right, now touch your toes.' 
Mandy complied, feeling a blush 
come to her cheeks which may have 
been due to the sudden inversion 


. of her head but which she strongly 


suspected might have something to 
do with the fact that she could feel 
that her skirt, predictably, had shot 
up and revealed the seat of her 
panties. 

“That's right. Feet together and 
knees straight. Right, now stay in 
that position but lift up your skirt 
at the back and then slip your pants 
down, will you?' 

Oh gawd, thought Mandy, 
and I thought just bending over 
was bloody embarrassing! Quiver- 
ing slightly, she moved to comply, 
flipping up the hem of the gymslip 
so that it rested on her back and 
hooking the elasticated waistband 
of her panties and jerking them 
down to just clear of her bottom, 
where she hesitated. 


really only two triangles joined by 
a gusset and by the waistband at 
the sides. She shook them out, put 
first one foot and then the other 
into them and then slithered them 
up calf and thigh to settle snugly 
around the swelling curves of her 
bottom, the cleft of which they 
immediately clung to and defined. 
Mandy then held up the suspender 
belt, establishing which side was the 
outside, and swung it around her 
waist, clipping it at the front and 
then twizzling it around so that the 
clip was at the back and the straps 
hung down in the correct positions, 
in front of the thigh and to the 
side. These straps she now passed 
through a gap created for them by 
pulling the elastic of her panties 
away from her skin, and then sat 
down. 


Opening the cellophane of the 
last item on the chair she extracted 
the sheer black stockings from the 
packet, selected one and rolled it 
up before putting the toes of her 
right foot into it and drawing it up 
carefully until she could fasten the 
clips on her suspender straps. She 
repeated this action with the other 
leg, unrolling the sheer material 
slowly and tugging at it all the 
while to minimise wrinkles before 
clipping it in place. 

She then stood up and took the 
white blouse from the hanger and 
put it on, doing up the cuff buttons 
first and then the ones down the 
front. Standing like that, in stock- 
ings, suspenders, panties and blouse, 
she tied a rather inexpert knot in 
her tie, biting her lip with concen- 
tration as she tugged. She then 
looked around for footwear, stoop- 
ing to peer under the table and 
giving her unseen watcher a fine 
view of the seat of the white panties 
stretched tight across the youthful 
buttocks. Not finding any, she 
shrugged and put on her boots once 
more, zipping them up and smooth- 
ing the stockings above them up to 
their tops. 

She reached down the short, box- 
pleated gym-slip and dropped it 
over her head, tugging the side zip 
at the waist up with some difficulty 
as the garment was very fitted. 
Smoothing down what there was 
of the skirt as-she looked m the 
mirror her mouth described a per- 
fect oh! at its shortness. She turned 
her back on the mirror and looked 
in it, frowning and tugging at the 
back of the gym slip, but it was 
no good, unless she walked quite 
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of the smoothness of Mandy's bot- 
tom. Mandy's nyloned knees whis- 
pered together as she wiggled. 

'Very well, you may get up. Rub 
your backside if you wish. Go over 
and face the wall under the paint- 
ing and hold up your skirt while I 
make out the punishment book.' 
Mandy lost no time in springing 
upright and clasping both hands to 
her fiery rear. Hobbling due to her 
panties still being around her knees 
— she dare not draw them up — 
holding up her skirt with one 
hand, she rubbed away the sting in 
her buttocks busily with the other, 
as the disciplinarian opened a red 
leather book and wrote down her 
name and the details of her punish- 
ment with the date: 'Mandy Clark, 
cane, six for being out of uniform 
on school premises.’ 

“Very well,’ he said, looking up, 
screwing the top back on his foun- 
tain pen, ‘you may go. Oh, take 
your other clothes with you.' 

“Yes sir, thank you sir,’ 0 
Mandy, crossing to the small room, 
collecting sweater, Jeans and pan- 
ties and then going across to the 
main door and pausing before she 
opened it. 

“Thank you sir, she said, and 
then closed the door behind her. 


+ * * 


The door of the Jaguar shut with 
a quiet clunk behind the girl. As 
the car began to roll away, leaving 
the dark bulk of the house behind 
them she arched her body ın the 
seat in order to put a cushion be- 
neath > her.: Her breasts pressed 
against the grey wool of her 
sweater. 

‘Darling,’ she said, plaintively. 

The driver laughed. 'No more 
than you deserved; he « said. 
'Naughty girls must be disciplined. 
Besides, I waited till we were nearly 
leaving. You could have had a sore 
bottom all weekend if I'd caned 
you as soon as we got down.' 

“Now I've got one for the next 
couple of days,’ said the girl rue- 
fully. ‘Oh well, you're worth it, I 
suppose. Oh, by the way, what was 
that new gadget you said you'd had 
fixed up? I expected an electric 
caning robot or something, but I 
didn't notice anything.” 

The man laughed. ‘No darling,’ 
he said, ‘you wouldn't. Never mind, 
perhaps I'll show it to you next time 
we come down.' 

The car purred off into the dark- 
ness. 


35 


which twitched involuntarily. 

“Now then,' he said. “One or two 
things I ought to say to you before 
we proceed — ” 

Oh Gawd, thought Mandy, here 
we go. ۱ 

‘The purpose of discipline — is 
to allow us to discipline ourselves. 
Therefore we must learn to take 
our punishment properly, therefore 
we must keep still and not put our 
hands in the way of the cane or try 
to stand up before we are told.” 

Or we will earn extra strokes, 
thought Mandy. 

“Or we will earn some extra 
strokes, said the man with the 
cane. ‘Also, we will count the num- 
ber of each stroke out loud as it 
lands. Are we ready?” 

“Yes sir, said Mandy, her voice 
muffled because her face was 
cradled in her arms. 

“Very well.’ 

Swish! 

'Owww! Oooh, one, sir.’ A fine 
red line bisected Mandy’s bottom. 

Swish! 

‘Ow! Ow! Two! Ooh gosh, sir, 
not so hard, please!’ 

Mandy’s hips squirmed on the 
edge of the desk, the tiny scrap of 
her panties tossing above her nylon- 
sheathed knees. The cane was 
raised once more. 

Swish! 

‘Ouch! Oh; sir four sir, I mean 
three! Ow! 

Once more the slender rattan 
flashed down. 

Swish! 

‘Owwwww, oooh! Oh, golly, sir, 
please! Four, please sir, not. so 
hard" Mandy wriggled on the desk 
top; four -peftlect- cane = marks 
striped across her plump white 
bottom. Still she made no attempt 
to cover herself or move her behind 
away from the terrible crack of the 
stick, 

Swish! 

‘Oh! Five! Oh, please sir, no 
more there, thats. too high, ‘sir, 
please!” 

The man measured his final 
stroke, which was to land across 
the fullest part of Mandy's bottom, 
the lower curves. Her booted feet, 
in their high heels, twitched in 
anticipation and the panties seem- 
ed to tremble with her. The cane 
was raised aloft. 

Swish! 

‘Owwww! Oh, sir, six! Ow" 

The man allowed himself a mo- 
ment's satisfied Eisen. ulia of 
his handiwork. Six straight. lines, 
none overlapping, down the length 


my bum feels chilly! Ooops, what 
am I saying? I'll be wishing it were 
cooler when he starts giving me 
the swish! Oh, why doesn't he get 
on with it! 

'Very well, adjust your clothing 
and then get up.' 

Mandy, alert to the precise in- 
structions given in case it should 
earn her an extra stroke or two, put 
her hands behind her and pulled 
her knickers up over her still, as 
yet, uncaned bottom, before 
smoothing down the back of her 
skirt and then getting to her feet. 

'Right, I favour your touching 
your toes so far but we'll just 
check out the last position just in 
case. Come forward to the desk 
here, stand right up against it, so 
your knees touch it, that's right.” 
He walked around and stood at 
the end of his desk. Mandy stood, 
hands meekly at her sides, in front 
of the large dictionary she had 
previously consulted, which rested 
on the desk top, at the edge. 

'Now cross your wrists and bend 
over the desk, resting your elbows 
on the table and then your chin on 
your arms. Oh that's excellent! 
Keeps your legs entirely straight 
and yet your head is lower than 
your buttocks. Due to the extra 
height at waist level given by the 
dictionary. Very good. Now keep 
that position while I. select the 
cane.' 

Oh, goodness, thought Mandy. 
The big moment at last! He's go- 
ing to make it hot on the vital 
spot! Wait a minute, he hasn't told 
me to drop my knickers! Don't say 
Pm going to get away with it! 

The next moment, there was a 
slight clatter as a long, slender 
rattan cane was placed beside 
Mandy on the desk top and 
Mandy's suspense was ended as she 
felt firm hands lifting the gymslip 
at the back and placing it, inside 
out, above her hips and then insert 
themselves inside the top of her 
panties and ease them down the 
smoothness of her hips and thighs, 
over the bumps of her suspender 
buttons, tugging at the taut straps 
which pressed into her soft thighs, 
to come to rest an inch or two 
above her knees. The man regarded 
the smooth, dimpled plump and 
slightly trembling target now lying 
totally naked and defenceless, 
framed by suspender belt and stock- 
ing welts, which lay before him, 
and picked up the cane, positioning 
himself to Mandy's left. Briefly, he 
touched the cane across her bottom, 
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insulting ۱ customers, there's 
no excuse at all for that. Not even 
her continental temper.’ 

‘Foreigner, is she? | thought 
she looked it, but her English is 
very good.’ 

‘Yes, she was a school-teacher 
in Greece, | believe.’ 

‘Greek, eh? Well, they know 
how to keep their women in line 
in those hot countries, you know.’ 

‘How d'you mean, sir?’ 


‘If she was a school-teacher, 
she should know. They give their 
women a damn good spanking 
every time they get uppity, over 
in her homeland. That'd improve 
that young lady’s concentration 
no end. Particularly if: the sting 
of a good leathering was still in 
her tail for a few days to remind 
her to keep her mind on her job.' 

'A spanking?' Mark mused. 
'Now that's an idea. We're so 
short of staff lately that l'd rather 
not fire her. Some of the others 
are worse than Kristina some of 
the time. A spanking's probably 
just what that young minx does 
need to wake up her ideas a bit. 
Pity | couldn't get away with it.’ 


'Why ever not?' the man from 
head office asked. He leaned for- 
ward conspiringly and dropped 
his voice to a confidential whis- 
per. 'Just between us, Mark, we 
put you here because this is one 
of our problem restaurants and 
you're the best manager we've 
ever had. Now, whatever you 
want to do to lick this place and 
its staff into shape, you've got 
carte blanche. So if you wanted 
to give that stroppy young lady 
a licking to get her into shape, | 
can assure you that any com- 
plaints she made about you to us 
would not be viewed very ser- 
lously.' 

‘It'd be common assault, 
though, wouldn't it?' Mark ob- 
jected. “She could sue ۰ 

'A Greek girl? Never. She'd be 
too ashamed. Take my word for 
it. Take a strap to the stroppy 
little bitch." 

'You really think itd do any 
good?' The idea was beginning 
to appeal to Mark. The thought 
of having that juicy well-rounded 
foreign bottom stretched across 
his knees for a good hiding ex- 
cited him more than he would 
have expected. 

'No doubt about it, Mark. My 
secretary — | think you met her 
when you joined the company? 


Now, however, the look on his 
face as he sent her for the cloth, 
had dispelled that illusion. His 
expression had been approaching 
utter rage. 

While she was getting the 
cloth, the two men were discuss- 
ing her immediate future. 

‘I’m dreadfully sorry, sir," Mark 
Kane was apologizing. 'She didn't 
know you were from head office.’ 

"That's immaterial, Mark,' the 
other replied. 'Spilling coffee on 
anyone is an accident that can be 
excused, but downright bloody 
rudeness, that's what's unforgiv- 
able.' 

“You're absolutely right, ۰ 
I've had occasion before to speak 
to her about her carelessness. She 
finds it hard to concentrate. But 


Her heart sank. Mark Kane, the 
new young manager, had seen the 
whole incident. She scurried to 
obey, almost in tears. Ever since 
Mr Kane had arrived at that 
branch, all the female staff had 
fancied him, but it was doubtful 
if any of the other girls ever wove 
such lurid and intricate fantasies 
about themselves and the young 
manager as Kristina did alone in 
her bed at night. 

Several times before, Mark 
Kane had warned Kristina about 
her carelessless, although he'd 
never reprimanded her too severe- 
ly, unlike some of the other staff 
at whom she'd heard him shout, 
and Kristina had chosen to inter- 
pret this leniency as evidence that 
she was one of his favourites. 


wear clearly visible through her 
uniform, he'd be unable to be too 
severe with her. Kristina knew 
that her body drove men wild with 
desire, and she enjoyed being a 
teaser, although of course, having 
been brought up in a Roman 
Catholic country, she would never 
dream of going much further than 
merely teasing, at least not until 
she was married. One of the rea- 
sons she had left Greece was be- 
cause of the incessant flow of 
suitors who pursued her, those 
she had enjoyed enticing with her 
body, though none ever possessed 
it. She just enjoyed having power 
over men. How could Mr Kane 
resist her if she really tormented 
him with her body? She knocked 
on the door. 


blue bra to be seen. She patted 
her hair into place and practised 
a helpless look. If she couldn't 
soften Mr Kane up with a display 
of her sex appeal, then she would 
try looking pathetic and play on 
his sympathies. She hoped. A 
sudden thought struck her. Like 
most of the other staff, because 
of the heat where she worked, she 
wore only thin bra and pants be- 
neath her uniform. If she stood 
with her back to the big standard 
lamp in the office... 

The nylon tunic and trousers 
were thin and in front of a strong 
light, almost transparent. Kristina 
knew she had a good body and 
she was proud of it. Surely when 
Mr Kane saw her standing there, 
the outlines of her flimsy under- 


She's Italian. Highly efficient, but 
prone to sudden outbursts of 
Latin temperament. After the first 
firm larruping | gave her, she act- 
ually turned to me with tears in 
her eyes and said: “Thank you.’ 
They love it, being dominated 
like that. They have a hell of a 
sight more respect for you if they 
know you won't stand any damn- 
ed nonsense from them and that 
they'll get their bottoms tanned 
every time they throw their little 
fits of pique.’ 

By that time, Kristina had re- 
turned with a cloth and begun to 
mop up. She had no idea what 
the two men had been discussing, 
but she noticed the strange glint 
in Mr Kane's eyes as he watched 
her cleaning up. 

'| want to see you in the up- 
stairs office at the end of your 
shift tonight, he told her. The 
man from head office gave him a 
sly wink. 

That evening, Kristina climbed 
the two flights of stairs to the 
private office above the restaurant, 
her heart heavy and a feeling of 
dread and despair in the pit of 
her stomach. She was sure it was 
the sack for certain this time. One 
of the other girls who had been 
there a bit longer had told her of 
the dreadful mistake she had 
made. If only she'd known, 
Kristina lamented, if only some- 
one had told her that the man 
was from the head office doing 
a spot check on efficiency and 
quality control. She was surprised 
that she hadn't been fired on the 
spot. 

There was a full-length mirror 
at the top of the stairs, just out- 
side the office door, and Kristina 
stopped for a moment to study 
her reflection. Her face was still 
a little flushed from the tears she 
had just cried in the Ladies' room 
before she had steeled herself to 
climb the stairs and face her fate. 
She considered applying a little 
make-up from her pocket kit, but 
decided against it. Perhaps if Mr 
Kane saw she had been crying and 
knew she was contrite, he might 
feel sorry for her and give her 
another chance. She gazed at the 
reflection of her uniform. It was 
still streaked with the aftermath 
of her accident. She unzipped the 
front of her purple tunic lower 
than she would have dared whilst 
in public view, low enough for 
most of her ample cleavage to be 
exposed and a tease of her pale 


for a moment that she had some- 
how misunderstood an English 
ideom. 


Mark Kane sighed. “Oh, I’m 
sure you suspect what | intend to 
do, Kristina. There’s only too 
good reasons why I'd want to take 
your little panties down, and 
much as you'd no doubt prefer 
me to seduce you instead, it’s for 
the other reason that | was so 
interested in how thick they are.’ 


‘| don't understand, Mr Kane.’ 


He tutted. ‘Then you soon will, 
Kristina. You used to be a school- 
teacher, | believe? What did you 
used to do to the children when 
they were rally naughty?" 


The half-formed fear that had 
been in the Greek girl’s mind now 
became a reality. He was going to 
suggest — this young manager, 
scarcely five years older than her- 
self — he was going to beat her 
like a child! Her mind was in 
turmoil. 


ity to position herself in front of 
the powerful office lamp. 


Mark Kane swallowed hard, 
and found he had to clear his 
throat nosily before he could 
speak. lt was as if he had sud- 
denly developed X-Ray eyes. He 
could see Kristina's skimpy little 
knickers and low-cut bra through 
her tunic and trousers as if they 
were made of tinted glass. 


'So you thought you'd come in 
here and park yourself in front of 
the light so | could get an eyeful 
of your wretched little under- 
wear! Delightful as | find the 
sight, it isn't going to change my 
mind about your punishment.’ 

"1-1-1, Kristina began. 


‘Well, as a matter of fact, I’m 
glad to see that you're not wear- 
ing anything too thick under your 
slacks, Kristina. | won't need to 
take then off.' 


‘W-what?’ stammered Kristina 
bewildered and afraid, believing 


Mark Kane, who had been sec- 
retly practising his gruff voice all 
afternoon for this moment, bark- 
ed: 'Come in,' and the sternness 
of his voice even through the thick 
door made Kristina's heart sink. 


She entered and stood in front 
of the office desk, head down, 
hands clasped demurely in front 
of her, trying to look sorry for 
herself. She had decided that 
pathos was her first plan. 


Surprisingly, Mark Kane was 
not sitting behind the desk, but 
rather, lounging informally in the 
large leather armchair beside it. 
He had.a long plastic ruler in his 
hand, and his expression was 
stern as he pointed it at her. 

"| imagine you're expecting to 
be fired, Kristina?’ he said 
harshly. 

Taking advantage of her mana- 
ger's decision to be in the arm- 
chair rther than behind the desk, 
she moved closer, ostensibly to 
appear more humble, but in real- 


some day. Most of the other staff 
here are just filling in between 
jobs. You're different. You could 
make a career out of the fast food 
business. But we've got to do 
something about your daydream- 
ing. You're just lazy and couldn t- 
care-less sometimes because you 
think you're too good for this 
place. Well, Miss High-and- 
Mighty, it's time you were put in 
your place.’ 

Mark rose languidly and cross- 
ed to the desk. ‘It’s up to you 
now, Kris. You can walk out the 
door with a month's severance 
pay, and I'll even write you a rea- 
sonably good reference, or you 
can touch your toes for six of the 
best.’ 

'Y-yes, Mr Kane,’ she replied, 
aware that in that instant he had 
observed the effect the strong 
light had had on her thin uniform. 


So that was why Mr Kane had 
been so easy-going with her be- 
fore, she thought! He considered 


But you can't —' the Greek 
girl protested. ‘I’m twenty-four, 
I'm not a child —’ 

He cut short her protestations. 
'You don't really want to leave 
us, do you, Kris? | had second 
thoughts about even offering you 
this option, but as soon as you 
came in and started flaunting your 
body at me to try and soften me 
up, | decided you needed to be 
taken down a peg anyway.’ 


‘This is blackmail— 


'Not really. l've been ultra- 
tolerant with you despite your 
lack of attention to your work, 
because when you do do your 
job properly, you're one of the 
best workers we've got here, and 
| didn't really want to lose you. 
You're good at figures when 
you're on the cash register, good 
with the children who come in 
with their parents, and you're 
fluent in English as well as 
French. Personally, | think you 
could be manageress material 


“Yes, you catch on very quickly 
for somebody who pretends to be 
stupid all the time,’ he comment- 
ed, reading her face. He smacked 
the plastic ruler against the palm 
of his other hand, and the sound 
made her wince. '| expect you 
sometimes used to slap your 
naughtier pupils with something 
like this ruler?" 


'Y-yes. On the palms of their 
hands.' 


Their eyes met, and they both 
knew why she had imparted that 
piece of information. ۱۲ was a 
forlorn hope. 

‘I’m sorry, Kristina, but that's 
only for children. Besides, we 
don't want you to have stinging 
hands, do we? It'd only give you 
a good excuse to be even more 
careless and drop things. Where- 
as, a good sting in your backside 
that you can still feel every time 
you sit down will remind you to 
get off your big arse and concen- 
trate on doing your job properly." 


was told. Manageress, she told 
herself. Well-paid, prestige, man- 
ageress someday, worth suffering 
for. She had to forget the pain, 
concentrate on her new-found 
ambition, fix her mind on what 
this sacrifice was all about. 

Mark waited until she had com- 
posed herself and was comfort- 
ably in position again. “Keep your 
hands out of the way,' he snap- 
ped. 

Splattt!!! The ruler impressed 
itself forcibly upon her flesh 
again. 

'Oooooo-urgghh. Aaaahhh...” 


Her sigh was cut off before it 
was completed, as Mark drove 
the ruler down once again. 
SPLATT! 'AAARGH! OHHHH! 
My behind! Oh, you English bast- 
ard!’ and then Kristina let fly with 
a flurry of curses and invective 
in her native Greek tongue, some 
of which Mark Kane, who was 
widel y-travelled, understood 
clearly. Unfortunately for Kristina. 


‘| had intended making that the 
last one,’ he informed her dis- 
passionately, 'inasmuch as | gave 
you a soft one with my hand at 
the start. However, it now appears 
that your insubordination requires 
far sterner measures.’ 


Kristina, sprawled across the 
desk, sobbing, frantically rubbing 
her burning backside, shrieked 
fearfully as she comprehended 
his words through her tears. 

‘No (sob), no more, | can't 
(sob) take any more. | didn't 
know (sob) it'd be this bad.’ 


‘Six more with my hand,’ Mark 
stipulated, ignoring her tears. At 
that, Kristina's hot-blooded tem- 
per flared. She spun round and 
slapped her persecutor hard 
across his surprised face. 


‘Sadist! Sadistic English bast- 
ard!’ she spat at him. 

‘| see,’ Mark said, fingering the 
red mark on his face that was 
the result of her blow. ‘Well, now 
I'm really going to knock the wil- 
fulness out of you. You've just 
made it a personal thing, and I'm 
going to enjoy punishing you for 
that unprovoked assault.’ 

The irony of its being ‘unpro- 
voked’ was lost on him, as he 
thought only of how he was going 
to punish her next. 

‘Wait here,’ he instructed her, 
although that command was un- 
necessary as he locked the door 
after him when he went out of 


back and hooked her thumbs into 
the waistband of the uniform 
trousers. She loosened the elast- 
icated waist and peeled the slacks 
down to just below her luscious 
buttocks, revealing tiny, tight, 
light blue briefs that were cut so 
high on her legs that she was 
practically bare at the back. 


‘Plenty to aim at there,’ Mr 
Kane teased her, and she was 
sure she had heard him whistle 
almost inaudibly just before that. 
She wriggled slightly, and thrust 
her bottom back at him, still 
hoping that she could change his 
mind. She was even prepared to 
make what was, for her, the UI- 
timate Sacrifice, not that she 
would find that too objectionable 
with a man like Mark Kane. 


Slap! A sudden sting soon dis- 
pelled that illusion, as bare palm 
contacted bare bottom, and her 
hindquarters jumped. 

"Consider that one just a 
warning,' her boss told her coldly. 
'You can wiggle your big bum at 
me all you like, I’m still going 
to give you what you deserve.’ 


‘I’m sorry,’ Kristina said quiet- 
ly, and was surprised to discover 
that she really meant it. “You're 
absolutely right. I'm behaving like 
a child, trying to use my body to 
get my own way.' 

'Well,' Mark replied, surveying 
the red mark on her backside. 
‘I'm sure you'll remember this the 
next time you try it on with me. 
Ready for the rest?’ 

She nodded humbly. 


There was a swooshing sound 
as the plastic ruler  hurtled 
through the air, and then: Splatt! 

‘Uhh-uhh,’ grunted Kristina 


through clenched teeth, willing 


herself not to spring up and 
clutch her pained cheeks. 


Splatt! Splatt! ‘Ohh-uhh. Ooh- 
err!’ 

The two assaults had come in 
rapid succession, the first making 
her bottom leap to the left in pain, 
the next sending it in the opposite 
direction. 

Splatt!! “Ahh! Aaahhh! Oh, no, 
please, that's enough!’ Kristina 
gasped, jumping up and grabbing 
her fiery buttocks in both hands. 


‘Get down again, Kris,’ Mr 
Kane insisted, ‘or l'II give you an 
extra one.’ 

Tears were starting to streak 
her cheeks as she looked at him 
resentfully, but she did as she 


she had potential. She could stay 
with the company if she wanted, 
rise through the ranks. Well, why 
not? Greeks had a history of being 


involved in the catering indus- 


tries. There would be no shame 
back home for her in being man- 
ageress of a restaurant. 

And all she had to do was... 


"Will it hurt much?’ she asked 
fearfully, making her decision. 


‘Only at first. After that you'll 
just have a rosy glow for a few 
days to remind you to keep your 
mind on your job.’ 

Just six?' Kristina wanted 
assurance. 

‘Just six, Mr Kane agreed. 
'With this ruler. On your bottom. 
Any more questions?' he asked 
sharply, aware that she was stall- 
ing. 

‘| — no,’ Kristina replied, un- 
able to think of anything else to 
say to forestall the evil moment. 

Mark walked to the door and 
locked it. Then he slapped the 
plastic ruler against the palm of 
his hand again and smiled with 
secret satisfaction as he saw her 
start at the sound. 


"Across the desk, Kris,' he in- 
structed her. 


Timidly, she draped herself 
over the desk, her legs stretched 
out rigidly together, her hands 
grasping either side to brace her- 
self. 


"Tuck your tunic up,' she heard 
him order from behind her, ʻI 
want to make sure | have a good 
clear target.’ 

She complied, and Mark stood 
there for a moment, marvelling 
at the perfect globes of her bum, 
so clearly visible in the strong 
light, through the thin nylon 
trousers. 

“You know, | think your slacks 
might just soften the blows,' he 
commented. ‘If | pull them up taut 
enough for you to feel the smacks 
properly the flimsy things might 
split, and | certainly don't want 
to be responsible for damaging 
any company property now, do |? 
Take 'em down.' 

'My trousers?!! objected 
Kristina. 

Yes, your trousers, young lady. 
Get 'em down.' 

Maybe, she thought, just may- 
be, if he sees me in my sexy little 
knickers, he may change his mind 
about punishing me. Or at least 
not hit me so hard. She reached 
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Kristina yodelled, as the biting 
pain came in waves, snatching at 
every centimetre of her hind- 
quarters. 

She looked round at Mark with 


tears in her eyes, but also a kind 


of pride. She had stayed down 
throughout it all, and proven her 
courage and fortitude. The same 
sort of qualities that a manageress 
would need. 

‘And one for luck, Kristina,’ 
she heard him suddenly say, as 
he took one last, rapid, unexpect- 
ed swipe at her. 

CRAA-AACCKKKK! It whipped 
across her taut skin like a rattle- 
snake striking, and the sting in 
her flesh was no less vehement. 

‘Aaargh-ouch-ohh-ooohh-ahhh- 
yeee-oooww! she screamed. 

Mark watched her appreciative- 
ly as she jumped up and leapt 
around the room, trying to stem 
the pain by attempting to engulf 
her big bum in both of her tiny 
hands. ‘That wasn't fair,’ she 
gasped, ‘you said only six. What 
was that for?’ 

‘Just to break your proud little 
Greek spirit, Kristina,” Mark 
chuckled. 

|t still wasn't fair,^ sobbed 
Kristina. 

‘All’s fair in Love and War,’ her 
boss commented. 

She gave him a curious look 
through watering eyes. 'What do 
you mean?' she asked curiously, 
although she already had a 
shrewd idea of the answer. 

‘I've seen the way you've been 
looking at me ever since | was 
appointed manager here,’ he 
grinned, appreciately watching 
her still rubbing her reddened 
backside. ‘The other girls might 
just fancy me, but you've made it 
obvious right from my very first 
day that you've got a positive 
passion for me. l've seen it in 
your eyes when you give me those 
soulful looks sometimes. That's 
Love. Now we've just had our 
little bit of War, What comes 
next?” 

Kristina blushed, and didn't 
bother to pull her knickers back 
up. She'd taken her caning and 
now she was ready for a different 
sort of pleasurably sweet agony, 
a Kane-ing. 

A year later, the man from the 
head office was invited to be the 
best man at the wedding of Mark 
and Kristina Kane, the top man- 
ager and manageress in the entire 
company. 
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But only if you promise you'll do 
your very best to get me promoted 
when you really think | deserve 
It." 

Mark nodded. ‘Agreed, and 
you're right, beating your juicy 
little bottom will turn me on. Per- 
haps that'll give you something 
pleasant to think about while 
you're suffering your ordeal. Now, 
if you're ready, or even if you're 
not, go back to the desk, bend 
over and touch your toes, and 
rest your head on the desk blotter. 
Now!’ 

Apprehensively, Kristina did as 
she was told. The oddest thing 
was that even though she knew it 
would hurt and was wary of the 
pain, a deep inside part of her 
knew she would somehow enjoy, 
and was really looking forward to, 
the oncoming punishment. Once 
again she had the experience of 
being ‘sans-culottes’, but this 
time their removal to just below 
her knees was manipulated by a 
pair of musculine hands. She 
shivered with a perverse excite- 
ment at his proximity to her. 

‘Legs as far apart as you can 
get them without tearing the trou- 
sers, Kris,’ he adjured her, ‘It'll 
help your balance.’ 

At least this time she had had 
the foresight to rearrange her thin 
briefs so that they covered a bit 
more of her buttocks than before, 
Mark thought, admiring the nates 
within the material. However, he 
reminded himself, that was not 
what he was concerned with. He 
raised the bamboo cane and took 
careful aim. Kristina heard the 
two practise swings and grasped 
her ankles more tightly, waiting. 
And then it came. 

Swish. ‘Ohhh! Ooohl’ A fiery 
pain blazed a trail right across her 
posterior globes, but she stayed 
down, head pressed into the 
blotter, willing herself not to leap 
up. 
owiish. And a longer, harder 
Swilisshhh! 'Oww, oww, oww. 
Ouch!’ 

Swaa-aaackk! Low on the curve 
of her buttocks, almost at the top 
of her legs. ‘Ohh, noooo, please, 
| can't take any more!’ 

‘Yes you can, and you will. Just 
two more.’ SWIISSHH! The cane 
cut deep into her bum, raising a 
welt. OOO-OUCH! You—’ 

SWAAA-AAACKKKK! The last 
stroke cut her off in mid-epithet. 
"Ohhh-ooohh-ohhHHH-oouCHHH- 
AHHhhh-o000 OO O-OUCHHHH! 


the office, leaving Kristina hud- 
dled up in the armchair, still 
crying. 

Downstairs, in the restaurant 
proper, Mark stepped carefully 
through the darkness to the side 
opposite the counter, by the 
tables. The rest of the staff had 
gone home, of course, and only 
one electric display sign gave any 
illumination to the place, but 
Mark didn't need much light to 
locate what he had come down 
for. Dotted around the eating area 
were various potted plants, some 
of which were helped to stay 
erect by thin bamboo splints. He 
tugged one of the whippy roles 
loose from the soil of the plant 
pot, and untied the string binding 
it to the plant. Then he rushed 
back upstairs with it. 

Kristina's eye widened in ap- 
prehension as she saw the three 
foot length of make-shift cane 
quivering in her torturer's hands. 

‘Go back over to the desk, 
Kristina, he directed her in his 
most authoritarian tone. 

'N-n-no,' she refused, shaking 
in fear and rage in the chair, 'not 
that. | won't. Not TOF. . . that" 

'Well, you've got two choices 
now, little madam. You can touch 
your toes for six of the best, as 
we call it in our English schools, 
and we'll start all over again with 
a clean slate. Or you can refuse. 
In which case, I'll still give you 
a good beating with my bare 
hands until both of my palms and 
both of your bottom cheeks are 
sore, and then you can leave here 
and your job as a hamburger 
waitress (failed). 

Kristina knew from his face 
that he meant what he said. If 
only she hadn't struck him... 
and yet, as she looked at him 
standing there, idly flexing the 
instrument of her impending 
agony, she realized that she was 
experiencing a perverse pleasure 
in being punished by this domin- 
ant man, a man that in her own 
country would be respected as a 
virile, macho, man's man, some- 
one her mother would approve of 
asa... husband for her. He 
liked her, she knew now. Could 
she leave her job, and the chance 
to be near him every day, just like 
that? 

“Now, are you going to take the 
cane, or not?' he pressed her. 

"Oh, damn you. All right,’ 
Kristina mumbled resignedly, 'if 
that's what really turns you on. 


BELINDA 
DOESN'T 
LIKE II MUCH 


Belinda gets the cane just be- 
fore bedtime, after she's chang- 
ed into her pyjamas. For serious 
offences, like getting caught 
smoking, these have to come off. 
Mrs Johnston earnestly believes 
that by vigorously correcting her 
stepdaughters faults she is 
showering Belinda with the milk 
of human kindness, for, as she 
frequently observes: “A spoilt 
child is an abomination. But a 
well-behaved girl, whose charac- 
ter has been properly developed, 
is like a star in the heavens in 
this pernicious age. And with 
Belinda, unfortunately she has to 
make up for lost time... 

When it comes to getting the 
cane, past practice does not 
make Belinda's ordeal any easier. 
Let's be honest about it, the cane 
really stings. Belinda ۷ 
tends to end up crying herself to 
sleep. In Mrs Johnston's view, 
this is how it should be — and in 
the morning, all is forgiven, if not 
exactly forgotten by either of 
them. Mrs Johnston is prim, stern 
and far too efficient to forget any- 
thing, especially when it’s a 
matter of expiating her step- 
daughter's naughtiness. 

Belinda doesn't like it much! 
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Teenage Strappings — and 
Their Adult Aftermath 


thought should write, as 
have many of your readers, about 
my experiences as a receiver of 
corporal punishment. They might 
be a bit extreme in one respect, 
but they have moulded my future 
sexual interests. 
| never knew my mum, my dad 
remarried early in my life but died 
when | was seven, leaving me in 
the care of my step-mum to- 
gether with my five-year-old step- 
sister. Suddenly the happy home 
environment changed. My step- 
mother became first disinterested, 
then hostile towards me, while in- 
creasingly spoiling my sister. 
Eventually, at the age of nine, she 
started beating me — nothing too 
severe, just with a plimsoll or 
hair-brush, but always with my 


she is rather a heavy girl, he 
bared her bottom and held her 
firmly throughout the strapping. 
She tried at first to be brave but 
after the first few slaps she was 
crying and struggling to get off 
his knee. As | watched this scene 
with my heart thumping, | was 
wishing that it was my bare bot- 
tom writhing under the strap and 
my legs kicking the air, and some- 
how | knew it wouldn't be long 
before it was my turn. 

Julie got to her feet and stood 
by Alan's side, crying and rub- 
bing her bright crimson cheeks. 
Between sobs she said she was 
very sorry for being cheeky, and 
thanked him for the spanking. 

After Julie had been sent to 
bed, Alan and | discussed spank- 
ing at length and we decided that 
| should be subjected to his disci- 
pline as well as his children. | 
agreed that, should he decide that 
| needed disciplining, then | 
would be spanked or caned no 
matter who was present at the 
time. This last part frightened me 
at first but he said ۱ would have 
to bow to his better judgement. | 
didn't know at the time that this 
would mean a caning in front of 
his brother and wife, a party 
spanking at which my bare bot- 
tom was soundly smacked in front 
of all our friends (some of, them 
are into spanking themselves) 
plus — the most humiliating of 
all — having to take a spanking 
from my stepdaughter Julie. 

My first real spanking came 
just three nights after | had seen 
Julie's bottom strapped. Gerald 
and Julie were both told early in 
the evening that | would be spank- 
ed for lateness on dates (| was 
late for almost every date before 
we married). Alan brought in the 
chairs and strap and told me | 
was about to get my wish of three 
nights ago. He ordered me to take 
my knickers off and hand them to 
Julie — they were to be put in 
my mouth if | made too much 
noise. This left me in just a light 
summer dress, suspenders, stock- 
ings and high heels. Standing 
around waiting to be put over 
someone's knee for a smacked 
bottom is a very embarrassing 
time. | knew Julie and Gerald 
were watching my every move 
and | couldn't look them in the 
eye. The thoughts that raced 
through my head were: why was 
l, a grown woman of nearly thirty, 
waiting to have my bare bottom 


bottom with a tremendous 
thwapp! The pain was astonish- 
ing, worse than anything l'd ever 
felt. The second and third were 
harder still. Then, on the fourth, 
my punisher lost her temper com- 
pletely. The strokes fell viciously 
and almost uncontrolled, each 
further assault making me scream 
and my bum-cheeks swell. It was 
absolute hell... 
| continued to be beaten at 
home on the slightest pretext, and 
by the age of fifteen or sixteen | 
had developed a strong sense of 
masochism, especially relating to 
severe beatings and loss of con- 
trol. My fantasies relating to such 
situations have lasted into adult- 
hood. l'm now thirty-three, and 
still feel excited when being 
spanked — as boyfriends occa- 
sionally do — or especially re- 
membering myself as a thirteen- 
year-old with bruised, heavily 
marked cheeks. 
Thanks, 
Jenny, Faversham 


| have been ordered by my 
husband to write to you. He reads 
your magazine avidly, especially 
the letters, and thinks our family 
may be of interest to your readers. 

Alan, my husband and master, 
is forty-six years old. | am his 
second wife (since April 1980). 
Julie is his daughter, seventeen 
years old, and Gerald his son is 
fifteen. | am twenty-nine, brown 
hair, blue eyes, with a 36-25-37 
figure and 5’ 6” tall. 

We met on holiday in Rhyl, | 
was between boyfriends at the 
time and, being very submissive, 
| fell for his direct and masterful 
manner. When | found out he was 
very keen on spanking that settled 
it, | knew he was the man for me. 

| first saw Julie disciplined the 
first week we were back home. | 
was invited round for tea and 
later in the evening Alan looked 
at the clock and told Julie to ‘get 
ready”. Her punishment was to be 
for accumulated cheekiness. It 
didn't seem to bother Julie that | 
was there, she just left the room 
and returned carrying a straight- 
backed chair and a short thick 
strap. She was blushing as she 
handed the strap to her father. 

Alan took the strap, sat on the 
spanking chair and put his daugh- 
ter across his knee and, although 


skirt or jeans removed and knick- 
ers down, on the bare bot. Jill, 
my stepsister, started to become 
sadistic: getting me into trouble, 
even lying in order to see me 
having my bum warmed. She 
wasn't the sole viewer — fre- 
quently visitors were treated to a 
sight of a young girl writhing on 
an armchair, or even mum's knee, 
and the rhythmic descent of a 
slipper on her chubby cheeks. 

When | was twelve my step- 
mother acquired a strap, a 36" 
piece of thick leather which was 
reserved for very great misbe- 
haviour. The plimsoll was retain- 
ed except, of course, that it grew 
with my foot size 一 unfortun- 
ately, | had quite large feet for 
my age. My sister was now spank- 
ed occasionally, but always with 
her knickers on and with much 
less frequency than me. The first 
time | got the strap, for breaking 
a cup, | was shocked by the pain, 
especially the bruising impact 
around the centre (cleft) of my 
buttocks. | was determined to 
avoid the strap in future and was 
successful for nine months when 
| suffered the biggest humiliation 
of my youth. 

My sister had just started 
secondary school and “mum” had 
let her invite some friends back 
for tea. The only part | was sup- 
posed to play was in laying the 
table, bringing in p:ates, cutlery 
and food, washing and wiping up. 
| was thirteen years old. After 
about an hour | wanted to go to 
the lavatory, and made to leave 
the room, but my stepmother 
brought me back and told me to 
get on with my tasks. The com- 
bination of sister and sneering 
friends, mum making me look 
silly, and the feeling of total 
powerlessness overcame me, and 
swearing with rage, | picked up 
an expensive china dish and 
threw it at the wall, smashing it. 
Mum quickly had her strap out 
and, upon seeing it, | tried to 
escape her, but was dragged back 
despite my struggles. In the 
course of these | caught her in 
the face, which angered her im- 
mensely, and she ripped my dress 
and knickers off, baring my rump 
in front of eight younger girls. 
Two were delegated to hold me 
down and did so crudely and de- 
lightedly, forcing my arms to the 
surface of the table. 

My stepmother swung the strap 
through a massive arc. It hit my 
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make any difference to the shud- 
der those words sent down his 
spine! One by one, the other boys 
went in, the whacks getting more, 
and yelps getting louder, and 
Rick says he was almost ready to 
cry as the boy in front of him 
went in. He heard the Head tell 
his pal to 'Get right down' before 
the sound of 'Paddler on flesh 
was heard. Apparently, 'Paddler' 
sounds more slappy than ‘Jasper’, 
which has a dull sort of sound 
when hitting the bum, even bare! 

Eventually the other lad's pun- 
ishment was over, and he came 
out hands on bum and tears run- 
ning down his face. Ricky was 
called in and, as was norma:, he 
went into the centre of the room, 
completely removed trousers and 
pants, and folding them neatly, 
placed them on a chair before 
bending over, feet apart. 

The Head always took his time 
to come-over to the culprit, usu- 
ally two minutes at least, which 
was designed to make them sweat 
a little. Ricky finally felt the Head 
pull his shirt well up out of the 
way, and then heard him say: 'Get 
right down, touch your toes!’ 
There was a pause, followed by a 
terrific ‘Splat!’ on his bottom, 
which made him yelp, but he says 
he stayed in position. The next 
two were just as hard, and Ricky 
admits he was in tears by now, 
and stood up, rubbing his-bottom 
hard. This was allowed with 
‘Paddler’ because of the painful 
punishment involved. After a few 
minutes, Ricky had to bend for 
another three. He was given the 
maximum of 12 strokes for his 
offence, which he tells me turned 
his bum a deep scarlet, and hurt 
for hours. He thought that the 
system used at this school was 
fair, though, and | tend to agree 
with him. 

It just goes to show that some 
schools do use corporal punish- 
ment on the bare bum, even in the 
1980s. The school is in this 
year's Prep School list too, so if 
you want your lads to wear short 
shorts and be spanked bare, there 
is a school for you in Suffolk! 


B.S., Gosport 


More Praise for Janus 


| felt ۱ had to drop you a line 
to congratuiate you on the con- 
tinued high standard of your 
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— which would in many cases 
lead to a whacking from their 
parents in any case! All spankings 
are given across my knee, with 
bottoms bare for the full effect to 
be felt. Serious offences are dealt 
with by a caning of between three 
and 12 strokes, although l've only 
ever given the full 12 on one oc- 
casion when the boy concerned 
nearly killed himself fooling 
around. 

One youngster currently in my 
care is Ricky, the son of a Naval 
Petty Officer in the area. Ricky 
used to attend a boarding school 
in Suffolk, leaving there last year. 
The uniform included brief shorts, 
and very smart young Ricky looks 
in them too! He told me about 
the punishment system in use at 
his school. 

Classroom offences are usually 
dealt with on the spot with an 
over-the-knee spanking across 
shorts, but accumulated offences 
or those of a more serious nature 
were dealt with by the Head- 
master. When a boy had accumu- 
lated over ten classroom offences, 
or had committed a serious 
offence, e.g. swearing, being late 
back after being allowed out of 
school etc, he was given what 
was called a 'Referral'. The boy 
then had to report, along with 
other culprits, to the Head at 
5 pm, after tea. The Head would 
collect all the referrals, and put 
the culprits into line, the lad with 
most strokes going ¡ast. Accumu- 
lated offences were dealt with by 
beating across the shorts, whilst 
serious ones always entailed bare 
bottom beatings. 

Ricky once had 21 referrals in 
a term, and five were given bare, 
so the system can be seen as 
fairly humane. He says that two 
weapons were used: ‘Jasper’, a 
very large leather-soled plimsoll 
(size 12) and the paddle, a leather 
paddle with a slit in the middle, 
which he said always reduced 
boys to tears, especially since 
paddling was always given bare. 

He described one of his beat- 
ings to me, this particular one 
having been gained for being 
several hours late back from an 
outing. 

On arrival at the study he was 
placed last in the line, a sure 
sign of the severity of the beating 
to come, and there were three 
boys in front of him. He was told 
that it would be bare, which he 
knew anyway, but that didn't 


leathered by a man | only met a 
couple of weeks ago in front of 
two teenagers | hardly knew? But 
| obediently laid myself across 


his knee. 
| heard Gerald gasp as Alan 
bared my bottom (| do have a 


good figure). Alan warned me not 
to put my hands back to protect 
my bottom or he would start all 
over again. | ended up with my 
knickers in my mouth to muffle 
my yells and Julie holding my 
hands, otherwise | would have 
been across Alan's knee all night. 
When he finally finished leather- 
ing my bare bottom | just lay 
limp over his knee crying my eyes 
out. My bottom was throbbing 
furiously. Julie helped me up to 
her room where we stayed until 
| regained my composure. When 
| came downstairs | must confess 
| was as randy as hell, which 
made me all the more submissive. 
| thanked Alan for the sound 
thrashing and, in front of the 
children, asked him to do it again 
if ever | deserved it. 

He took me home and gave me 
a wonderful shafting and all next 
day my sore bottom — and | do 
mean sore — was a marvellous 
reminder of that night. | didn't 
tell mother about being spanked 
by Alan until she caught sight of 
my bruised bottom the following 
day and quite surprisingly said: 
'l'm glad you've found a man to 
keep you in line, young lady.” | 
assured her that ۱ had and that | 
deserved my spanking. 


Yours obediently, 
June, Wirral 


Painful 'Jasper', 
Agonising ‘Paddler’ 


| buy your magazine every 
month, and think that it's quite 
good value for money. | would 
however make a plea to you for 
more letters about the punishment 
of young boys, something which 
| am very interested in, having 
been on the receiving end as a 
lad and having also had the op- 
portunity to dish out now l'm in 
a youth club, in charge of a rail- 
way enthusiast section. 

All the boys in my charge have 
been spanked by me several 
times for misbehaviour, a punish- 
ment they prefer to take rather 
than be suspended from the club 


muffled masculine voice raised 
from inside the bungalow, then 
the door opened and her father 
appeared. As | have never spoken 
more than a few words of Afri- 
kaans, what was actually said 
remained a mystery to me. How- 
ever the gist was very clear as 
the sorrowing pleading tones of 
my schoolgirl confirmed. 

What happened next was like 
a slow-motion dream. | lost all 
pretence at furtive glances and 
stared unashamedly. My plump 
schoolgirl was grabbed by the 
arm and despite her protests was 
bent under her father's arm then 
and there in the middle of the 
lawn, which was perfectly seclud- 
ed apart from our garden, and 
luckily no-one knew | was there. 

. Holding her under his arm he 
drew up her dress to reveal a 
bottom even more superb in its 
proportions than | had imagined. 
In this position it was hardly con- 
tained by her cotton pants and 
was bursting out in all directions. 
| can still recall how it wobbled 
and jiggled at this unveiling. 

Perhaps it is just as well that 
| have an iron constitution other- 
wise | might well have succumb- 
ed to a coronary. With her delight- 
fully bent over, her irate father 
spanked her hard — and | do 


mean hard — on her knickered 
behind. It was electrifying to 
watch — never having seen the 


real thing before in earnest. 

The chubby parts of her bottom 
beneath her knicker-legs wobbled, 
quivered and reddened visibly 
with each spank and soon each 
was accompanied by a high- 
pitched schoolgirl yell. 

Then just as quickly it was 
over. Her father released her and 
she jumped up straight, her dress 
falling back over that delightful 
bottom. She was ushered inside 
and all returned to normal — 
apart from myself that is! | was 
hot — much hotter than even 
that glorious afternoon warranted. 
My hands were definitely moist. 
Fortunately no-one seemed to 
have noticed me (most of all my 
wife). 

Our maid was leaning over the 
fence talking excitedly about 
something to the neighbour's 
maid — had they also been spec- 
tators to the preceding events? 
Did these events even warrant 
discussion? — | don't know. 
From then on, that bottom on its 
way to school took on a who.e 


forms up to leaving age. Usually 
there is a different uniform for 
the summer and winter months. 
It was during a South African 
summer that this particular inci- 
dent occurred. The uniform at this 


time for most of the girls on our 


estate was a pale blue dress, navy 
blazer and white ankle socks — 
and were those dresses short! It 
used to make a fascinating sight 
at around 06.45 hrs. during the 
week to see them all trooping off 
to catch the school bus. One par- 
ticular girl stood out from the 
rest — our neighbour's girl in 
fact, with short blonde hair, about 
fifteen | suppose. She was the 
epitomy of what | have always 
thought a schoolgirl should be: 
plumpish but far from fat, just 
well rounded, especially where it 
interested me most — her bot- 
tom. As | was preparing to leave 
for work | often used to see that 
bottom swaying and wobbling 
beneath the shortest and thinnest 
cotton dress down the road to- 
wards the bus pick-up point. Per- 
haps it was wishful thinking but 
| often used to think | could see 
the outline of her knickers 
through her uniform. 

| had come home from work, 
changed, and was sitting in the 
garden beneath the shade of a 
tree drinking my normal gin and 
tonic and writing a letter back 
home. Then my schoolgirl appear- 
ed in her back garden, still in her 
pale blue botton dress, and start- 
ed playing tennis against the 
bungalow wall. From then on | 
just couldn't concentrate on my 
letter. | cast furtive glances to- 
wards our bungalow, hoping that 
my wife wouldn't come out, then 
glanced back at my superb bounc- 
ing Afrikaner bottom. It became 
quite alarming as her game gave 
me occasional glimpses of white 
knickers as her dress bounced up. 
| hoped and prayed she would 


bend over when she dropped the 
ball, but she never did — she 
was more than careful to modest- 
ly bend her knees to recover the 
ball. Nonetheless I’m sure to this 
day she was unaware of my 
presence in the adjoining garden. 

Suddenly everything seemed to 
happen at once — there was the 
sound of breaking glass and 
glancing up from my letter | took 
in simultaneously the sight of one 
broken window and my school- 
girl standing rigid staring at the 
shattered pane. There followed a 


publication. | have been a fan of 
spanking, caning and corporal 
punishment in general for many 
years now and | find that Janus 
achieves just that blend of disci- 
pline, humiliation and pleasure 
which | find so vicariously stimu- 
lating. It shows CP off as some- 
thing more than a purely sexual 
activity yet does not allow itself 
to get involved in the more ex- 
treme and plainly sadistic forms 
of the pastime. 

| have long been an avid reader 
of your magazine, since its small 
format days in fact, and hope to 
continue to follow your success 
for many years to come. In view 
of the prices of other so-called 
‘adult’ magazines, Janus repre- 
sents in my opinion much the best 
value. 

| have also recently been much 
impressed by the Janus films, 
which | have been able to see in 
the private screening booths at 
your shop in Old Compton Street. 
Incidentally the Janus shop is 
quite outstanding. When | visit 
London, four or five times a year, 
| usually do the rounds of the 
Soho bookshops. Perhaps it is the 
fact that Janus offers no window 
display that | find so impressive. 
It is as if the one word — Janus 
— in red lettering on a white 


background above a plain black 


glass sheet is enough to attract 
the cognoscenti rather than simp- 
۱۷ the idle browser. | must also 
congratulate you on the courteous 
and helpful service which | have 
always received at this shop. But 
back to the films — | really found 
them very good, particularly the 
School Lesson and the Nurses’ 
Lesson... 

Let me again thank you for the 
hours of pleasure which you have 
brought me. Long may you 
prosper. 

J.B., Lancs. 


A Smacking That Lasts for Years 


A few years ago | worked for 
a large chemical company in 
Johannesburg for a couple of 
years before returning to the UK. 
Schoolgirls — or more appropri- 
ately their bottoms — have al- 
ways intrigued me, and one thing 
about South Africa made this all 
the more tantalizing. All school- 
girls in South Africa wear uni- 
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can assure you from personal ex- 
perience that a few stalks of 
nettles properly used can be very 
effective as a punishment imple- 
ment. They can be used on bot- 
tom, thighs and legs with great 
effect. Also they can be used on 
the more tender parts of the 
female body: on the breasts, 
especially the nipples, the inside 
of thighs and right up between 
the legs, between bottom cheeks 
when a girl can be made to 
squeeze them with her own 
muscles, and also under a girl's 
armpits and around the navel. | 
can vouch for the efficiency of 
these methods as my husband has 
used them on me on numerous . 
occasions. This treatment has the 
great advantage that there is no 
danger of any permanent damage 
to the softer parts of a lady's 
body. 

One punishment my husband 
sometimes inflicts on me is to 
put a bunch of nettles in a vase 
on a low coffee table and make 
me bare my breasts and dangle 
them over the nettles so that the 
nipples are just touching the 
stingers. Then he makes me 
juggle my breasts into the leaves. 
Thus | punish myself while he 
watches. 

| must close now as my hus- 
band who has been reading this 
letter over my shoulder has just 
gone out into our garden to see 
what the nettle position is at the 
moment. So ۱ think | will soon be 
a bit stingy. 

M.S. (Mrs.) 
Wallington, Surrey 


ance policy on her life. As there 
was an hereditary chest complaint 
she was told that she would have 
to undergo a medical examination, 
but it was nothing to worry about. 
She made an appointment with the 
doctor and thought no more about 
it. But the day before her appoint- 
ment she was caned for staying out 
much later than she was allowed, 
and then lying about where she had 
been and why she was late. She 
only received five strokes but when 
she examined the marks the follow- 
ing morning she thought about can- 
celling her appointment. Sharon 
had never had a medical before, 
even at school, but thought it was 
only her chest they were concerned 
with and there was no need to 
cancel. How wrong she was. 

In the surgery she was asked all 
the usual questions and her blood 
pressure, eyes and ears were tested. 
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and he will constantly smack my 
thinly covered bottom as we go 
along. 

Sometimes he uses his hand 
but on other occasions he will 
bring his rubber-soled sports shoe 
with him. When ۱ feel this heavy 
sole across my rear end the tears 
really begin to come and | really 
plead for mercy. He makes me 
kiss the sole after every whack. 
These walks usually end up with 
me with my back up against a 
tree with my punishment dress 
pulled well up while he gives me 
what he calls a Knee Trambler. 
To stop him whacking my bottom 
| have to plead with him for this, 
though to be truthful | find this 
standing-up love very arousing, 
especially as there is the added 
spice of the danger of someone 
coming along and seeing us. 
Even after this | still usually get 
a few more whacks before we get 
back to the car and very often | 
have to hold my 'Cagoul' up at 
the back so that he can operate 
on my bare skin. The nylon makes 
me sweat a lot and | am very 
slippery underneath, which my 
husband seems to find very sexy. 
When we get home he makes me 
take off my 'Cagoul' and turn it 
inside out and | have to lick it 
dry and clean, a task | find very 
unpleasant, but | have learned 
over the years to obey my hus- 
band without question. 

My husband and ۱ have noticed 
that the use of the common nettle 
seems never to have been men- 
tioned in your journal as a means 
of controlling the female body. | 


of them was punished for small 
offences, only told off, but if they 
were constantly bad or a nuisance 
they could end up regretting it. 
The offender due for correction 
was sent to their room where they 
had to undress completely and put 
on their dressing gown, they then 
had to stand in their parents' bed- 
room and wait. When the parent 
involved arrived they were told to 
remove their gown while the strap 
or cane was taken from the drawer. 
Standing naked before their parent 
they were lectured on why they 
were to be punished and how many 
strokes they would receive. Then 
bent over the back of a chair they 
were punished, usually given be- 
tween four and ten strokes. 
Sharon discovered her strange 
turn-on when, at the age of seven- 
teen and having just started work, 


she decided to take out an insur- 


new meaning. Even at weekends 
when she often wore tight cotton 
trousers that every contour of 
her bottom and pants showed 
through, she became far more 
interesting to observe. You see, | 
had seen that bottom receive a 
real spanking! 

That memory has sustained me 
on many a dark day since, my 
only regret being that the genuine 
article is never quite so appealing 
on paper. You just had to be 
there to appreciate it fully — and 
| was. | wonder what is happening 
there now — my schoolgirl will 
be twenty-five at least, but... 


Anon. 


Cagoul and Stinging Nettles 


My husband has told me to 
write to you. He is a very keen 
reader of your publication and he 
makes sure that | read it myself. 
In fact he generally insists that 
| read large sections aloud to him 
while | am wearing a punishment 
dress. This dress is an idea of 
his own. lt consists of a proofed 
‘Cagoul’ which | have to pull over 
my head and reaches to about 8” 
above my knees. This is my only 
garment and | am completely 
naked underneath. Dressed like 
this | have been taken to pubs, 
restaurants, cafés and cinemas. | 
find the smooth cold material very 
exciting on my naked breasts and 
bottom. | have also been taken 
for long walks dressed like this 


Examination Room Pleasures 


My wife and I are regular read- 
ers of your great magazine and 
have just renewed our subscription 
for the next six issues. We really 
enjoy the readers? letters and 
thought they might be interested to 
hear about my wife Sharon's acci- 
dentally found and unusual turn- 
on connected to C.P. 

When Sharon was living at home 
with her parents discipline was used 
regularly but not excessively. 
Sharon and her younger brother 
and sister were either strapped or 
caned depending on the offence, by 
her mother for the girls, and father 
for the boy. Procedure was always 
the same when punishment was to 
be administered for all three 
whether it be strap or cane. None 


Now we are married I spank 
Sharon in fun but when she 
changed jobs she had to have an- 
other medical and the night before 
she asked me to give her some 
stripes which I did with a stick I 
cut from the hedge. The examina- 
tion was only a quick one and she 
didn't have to remove her pants or 
bra but she said the tension was 
still there and she got just as ex- 
cited, and we had a wonderful 
session that night. 

Sharon now wants to take out 
another policy, so soon I shall be 
able to put some more stripes 
across her lovely squirming bottom. 
We wonder if any other readers 
have had similar experiences? 

Also could we please have more 
pictures of girls being punished in 
the nude as my wife was? 


A Doctor-loving couple, 
Oxford. 


the middle of my back. | was large 
for my age and had a very fleshy 
and big bottom. My mother produced 
the slipper and Whack’! the first 
stroke landed directly in the 

centre of her target, covering 

parts of both cheeks. She slowly 
and deliberately raised the slipper. 
My bottom was tingling and | could 
feel cool air against both globes. 

Whack! 'Arggh!' | couldn't help 
but shout out. The slipper had 
landed right on the crown of my 
bottom again. The strokes of the 
slipper began to rain down on my 
two burning globes, | could not 
bear the soreness any longer and | 
shot up. 'Bend right over - | haven't 
finished yet!” My Mother shouted. 
| resumed my stance. Each stroke 
was now frightful and instead of 
the soreness easing a little bet- 
ween strokes, every time the slip- 
per now made contact with my bum 
it added to the agony of the sore- 
ness already emblazoned on my 
burning hot cheeks. 

In total the slipper slammed onto 
my bum 15 times. Cutting the story 
short, | was allowed out with Jane 
after receiving my tanning, which 
she had witnessed. We went to her 
house and up to her bedroom. She 
encouraged me to take down my 
trousers and pants. Looking into 
the mirror | bent over and saw my 
bum - scarlet all over. | gently sat 
on the bed and Jane began to work 
magic. A memorable occasion for 
some time to come..... 


G.M., Devon 


old receptionist and no men to see 
her. But more than this she hoped 
he wouldn't see the cane marks. 
Alas he had spotted them and she 
had to roll onto her stomach while 
the welts were touched and closely 
examined. To her surprise she was 
told to get dressed and the recep- 
tionist left and no comment was 
passed about her bottom until she 
emerged clothed again. 

It was then that the doctor asked 
her how she got the marks and she 
had to explain it all to him. He 
told her there was no damage done 
and that they would soon fade and 
with a smile told her he hoped they 
were the last she would ever get. 

When she got home that night 
she thought about the tension and 
humiliation of having two com- 
pletely strange people examining 
her and particularly her striped 
bottom but found the thought of it 
very exciting. 


and then hesitatingly pull down the 
fly zip over your penis. There was 
no point arguing or pleading for 
once the decision had been made to 
give me the slipper there was no 
way out. When the zip was fully 
lowered | put my hands either side 
of my trousers taking care to leave 
my private parts in place, and gently 
lowered my trousers beneath my 
bottom and let them drop to the 
floor. 

‘Now your pants.’ 

‘Please, not this time.’ However, 
no mercy was to be shown. 

‘Take them down!’ she shouted. 
In order to save as much embarrass- 
ment as possible, | turned away 
from the open door. | reached for 
the elasticated waistband of my 
pants and eased them over my 
bottom and let them rest at the top 
of my legs. 

“Right down!’ (| could never 
understand why | always had to 
lower my pants to my feet but this 
was always insisted upon. | assume 
it was to Cause as much embarrass- 
ment as possible. ) 

| lowered my pants until they 
reached my crumpled trousers. 
‘Bend over.’ | half bent over. This 
position did not satisfy her. “Touch 
your toes!’ | bent right over, and 
could feel that the tail of my shirt 
rested three-quarters of the way 
down over my bottom. My feet were 
just a few inches apart but | felt 
Jane would be able to see quite a 
lot. This made me feel quite randy. 

My mother pushed my shirt tail 
and vest up until they rested on 


Then the doctor called in the re- 
ceptionist and asked Sharon to re- 
move her blouse for the chest ex- 
amination. After much deep brzath- 
ing and tapping she thought it was 
over but he then asked her to un- 
dress to her pants and bra and lie 
on the bed. Hoping none of the 
cane marks would show she did 
so and waited for the nurse and the 
doctor to pull back the curtains for 
more poking and prodding of her 
stomach. ‘Could you just slip your 
bra off?’ said the doctor and with 
great humiliation she sat on the 
edge of the couch with her hands 
behind her head while her breasts 
were squeezed and manipulated, 
praying that this was the end, but 
no, her pants had to come off for 
an internal examination. 

Sharon thought this was far 
worse than being naked in front of 
her mother for a strapping or can- 
ing, at least there wasn't a leering 


| should like to thank you very 
much for your very entertaining 
magazine. Whilst | can only speak 
for myself | do feel that the majority 
of your readers, like me, associate 
sex with bottom spanking, and it is 
for this reason that | like the 
stimulation that Janus provides. 

| would like to relate to you an 
incident that occurred when | was 
16 and just about to leave the boys’ 
school which | attended. One day 
after school, instead of going 
straight home, | went to a local 
cinema with Jane, a girlfriend at 
that time, without getting consent 
from my parents. After the film I 
invited Jane back home. However 
when we got back to my house my 
mother was in a furious temper for 
not first getting permission to be 
out late. 

My mother ordered me into our 
lounge to be punished, leaving 
Jane in the hall. Unfortunately the 
lounge door was left open allowing 
Jane to view what was going to 
happen. 

It was not unusual for me to be 
punished - it was always carried 
out by my mother using my father's 
slippers on my bare bottom. 

As soon as | was in the lounge 
she told me to take down my 
trousers. Readers who have been 
punished in this way know only too 
well what it feels like to first undo 
the top buttons of one's trousers 
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to get six strokes this time but 


that | would never get off so lightly 


again. My whole bottom quivered 
as she touched it gently with the 
cane. 

| heard the swoosh as the cane 
came through the air and a split 
second later | felt the pain of 
impact. By the sixth stroke | was 
sobbing and glad to be allowed to 
stand up and rub my exquisitely 


sore bottom. She pulled my knickers 


down and looked at her handiwork. 
After she pulled them up and 


turned me to face her she said: 'You 


have been needing that for some 
time, haven't you?' | could only 
mumur 'yes' and then | knew that 
my fate was sealed. 

Over the past five years | have 
been dressed in short skirts and 
school knickers and she has caned 


me at least once every single week 


but | have never been happier. At 
last | have found the strict mother 
that | now realize | had always 
wanted. If you publish this letter 
| shall write some more of my 
experiences. 


Jane, Bromley 


| agree with your correspondent 
that it would be nice to have 
stories and pictures describing the 
caning of boys. Pictures should 
show the culprit wearing cotton 
shorts to mid-thigh, stretched taut 
across his bottom as he bends 
over for the beating. This is 
administered by the headmaster 
wearing gown and morter board and 
wielding a very long and whippy 
cane. 

In the private school where | 
once taught a slippering was given 
on the bare bottom and a caning 
over pyjamas. Six cuts were the 
usual dose, but could be increased 
for serious offences such as 
stealing or bullying. 

| also taught in a private co-edu- 
cational school where the boys and 
girls were punished in exactly the 


same way. | have caned schoolgirls 
both with and without their knickers 
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and from the point of view of some- 
one who enjoys using the stick on 
a youthful bottom and who also 
believes in its efficiency as a 
deterrent to crime. | can assert 
that there is nothing to choose 
between the chubby buttocks of a 
good-looking boy and the softer 
cheeks of a pretty teenage girl. 

In schools where corporal 


night and | was to arrive back at 
4 pm the following afternoon with 
my purchases. 

| did my shopping with some 
embarrassment the next day. All 
the clothes | had to buy were such 


as worn by girls in ""posh'' schools - 


—ankle socks, short skirts, white 
blouses and school knickers and 
vests. When | got back to her flat 
she was waiting for me. She 
selected an outfit from the many 
which | had brought and told me to 
go into the nedroom and put it on. 

| had never worn proper school 
uniform before, my comprehensive 
had abolished uniforms before | 
went there, and it made me feel 
very young and vulnerable. There 
was no bra and all the clothes were 
made of cotton. | put on the flat 
lace-up shoes and white ankle 
socks, then the vest and navy 
school knickers which had very 
strong leg elastic. Finally | put on 
the blouse and the short skirt. | 
had never worn mini's, preferring 
trousers or Jeans, and when | wore 
a skirt ۱ liked a very long one 
like all my friends. This skirt was 
extremely short showing all of my 
bare thighs. | went into the room 
and Caroline told me to walk about 
the room and twirl around, and then 
she came up to me and raised the 
skirt so that my school gym 
knickers were on show. She smiled 
and then asked me to turn around 


so that she could see my back view. 


She stroked my navy-clad bottom 
and sighed. 

‘From now on,’ she said, ‘you 
will wear only the sort of clothes 
that | approve of, no more bras or 
tights - bare legs at all times, and 
proper school knickers. | always 
find that wearing juvenile dress 
makes young ladies like yourself 
behave much better.’ She then 
suggested that it would be a good 
idea if | were to taste the cane for 
the first time. She asked me if | 
had ever been caned before and | 
answered with a muttered ‘no’. 

‘| might have guessed that,’ she 
said. ‘If you had had the cane 
regularly when you were younger 
it might not be necessary for you 
to have it now.’ 

She told me to kneel on the 
coffee table. There was a cushion 
for me to kneel on and this position 
was such that after | placed my 
hands on the floor as she told me, 
my short skirt fell across my body 
and it was the work of seconds for 
her to turn it back completely and 
expose my knickers. She showed 
me the cane and told me that | was 


You publish many letters from 
young women who regularly get 
caned by other (older) women. | 
came to London five years ago in 
1977 after taking 'A' levels at a 
school in the Midlands. Like many 
young people | got involved with a 
crowd of youngsters who were 
on drugs. | had managed to get a 
Job as a receptionist at a doctors' 
surgery. | began to steal hard 
drugs from the dispensary. One day 
as | was leaving the surgery with a 
handful of drugs in my pocket | was 
stopped by a woman of about 30 
whom | recognized as a patient. 
She made it clear she knew that | 
had drugs in my possession and 
that | had been stealing drugs for 
some weeks. She had taken some 
photographs which were so incrim- 
inating that they proved my guilt 
beyond any doubt. She suggested 
that | should go with her to her flat 
so that we could “‘have a friendly 
chat ۰ 

We very quickly arrived at her 
elegant flat, | found out that she 
was the owner of a small but 
successful cosmetics company, 
and she told me to sit down. | 
knew that if she were to tell the 
police of my activities | would 
have to go to prison. This was 
unthinkable to me particularly as 
my father is a clergyman who would 
be shocked by the news. 

The lady said she felt that | was 
basically a good girl who was in 
need of regular discipline and that 
she had a plan that would make it 
possible for me to keep out of 
prison. Of course | jumped at the 
chance and said that | would do 
anything if it would prevent her 
from going to the police. 

She told me that she was willing 
to find me a job in her company 
and that | could live in a small 
bedsitter just around the corner 
from her place. In return | would 
carry out her orders in all things 
and accept corporal punishment 
whenever she felt it was warranted. 
She looked me up and down then 
said that | would have to make 
some changes in my dress if | 
were to work for her. She gave me 
a long list of clothes that | was to 
buy on the following day with clear 
instructions about the shops at 
which they could be bought. | 
could stay in her spare room that 


not think | could physically hurt 
anyone in reality. 


| imagine that Debby Harry, 
Farrah Fawcett-Majors or some such 
character is sent to live with her 
cruel aunt and uncle in some 
secluded country house to be 


taught the meaning of discipline 
and obedience. Her life there is a 
strict regime. 

Her usual dress is usually a 
white buttonless blouse (no bra 
is allowed), a short tartan kilt, a 
pair of specially-knitted knickers 
and tartan knee-socks (no shoes). 
Most of the week is relatively free 
of punishment, although she has 


to do most of the housework. 
Sunday is reserved for punishment 


and the whole day is devoted to 
making her suffer for her misdeeds 
through the week. 

At 7.30 am she has to get up 
and take an ice-cold shower before 


| live with my parents and buy 
Janus regularly. | haven't had any 
personal spanking or C.P. exper- 
lences so my reason for writing is 
to relate to you some of my fan- 
tasies and to let you know what 
| like to read in Janus. 

My own favourite letters and 
stories in Janus are those invol- 
ving punishment dress, mini-kilts, 
nude P.T., bondage and humiliation 
punishments. Probably the best 
letter | have ever read was the one 
entitled Shades of Dr Philbert 
from Mrs Jean Ross of Romford. | 
also buy as many of the Lance 
Kruger/ Victor Bruno books as | 
can afford. 

For some reason, | do not include 
myself as a character in many of 
my fantasies, probably due to some 
subconscious guilt although | do 


punishment is of daily occurrence 
it often happens that a boy with a 
temptingly shaped bottom will 
catch the eye of a master or a 
prefect, will then be summoned to 
somebody's study and after being 
lectured on his shortcomings will 
be ordered to bend over and touch 
his toes for six of the best. Or he 
may find himself face down across 
the prefect's knee, with trousers 
and pants around his ankles, while 
his bottom rapidly changes colour 
up under the lashes of a tawse or 
strap. 

It is not strictly ethical, of 
course, but no boy worth his salt 
iS going to complain of such treat- 
ment, or want to stop it, when is 
knows that in good time his turn 
will come to be on its delivering 
end. 


W.M., Yeovil 
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*We do not publish correspondents’ 
full names or disclose their 
addresses. If you wish to share 
your fantasies with other readers, 
write to us - we guarantee 
anonymity. - Ed. 


| hear from today's papers that 
some new TRIBE are now trying to 
close down the only closed GIRLS' 
borstal, they say it is too strict 
and dangerous and a penal dust bin. 

| was sent away by the courts 
some years ago, | was sent to a 
penal dustbin, where we were 
stripped and scrubbed and de- 
loused, and dressed like ten year 
old giris, navy ankle socks, navy 
gym slips, navy knickers, blue 
shirts (no ties). 

We had rules, rules, rules, and 
work. Work in the gardens, work in 
the kitchens, work in the classroom 
work in the workshops, if you 
slacked you got put on report, 
three reports and you were caned. 

The cane was a bamboo about 
three feet long, you reported to the 
deputy who took you to the head, 
you took off your gym slip and feet 
astride you bent, knees straight, 
palms of your hands flat on the 
carpet. You got six strokes across 
your knickers, | think the official 
rule was one layer of clothing, 
and you could also get it in your 
pyjamas at night across the end 
of your bed. ۰ 

No words can describe the pain 
of a caning, six on the same place 
leaving welts that were inspected 
by all and lasted about four weeks, 
you could not sit down after having 
the cane for a week, but you were 
forgiven for your sins. 

Matron had a slipper, unofficial 
| think and mainly for the younger 
girls, when the cane was probably 
felt too hard, six on your bare 
bottom your knickers lowered with 
your own fingers to your ankles. 

Don't mention discipline nowa- 
days to me, it makes me sick. 
Parents for God's sake discipline 
your children, teachers if the stick 
is allowed then use it. If like | 
was, | needed to be sent away and 
punished and caned then children 
should be sent away. 

After a dose of the cane | can 
tell you that the girls were very 
good for quite a long time. | have 
five girls all at school and keep 
and use a bamboo cane on them, as 
and when required. 


A reformed Devon Dumpling 
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"Okay Debbie, go and put on your 
dancing kit, so we can all see how 
far you've progressed.' While 
Debbie is gone, the chairs are 
pushed back against the wall to 
give her a space to dance in. When 
she returns, she is of course 
dressed in her usual punishment 
dress. 

A Scottish dance record is put 
on and Debbie has to dance for 
the guests. After a few dances her 
uncle says 'Okay Debbie, knickers 
off.' Then she has to dance without 
knickers while her aunt and 
uncle encourage her with shouts of 
‘On your toes girl!’ and ‘Get those 
legs moving!’ 

Afterwards, if she has made any 
mistakes according to her aunt and 
uncle, she is given two minutes in 
which to strip and touch her toes 
for six with a swishy cane. 

Please do not publish my name or 
address as my parents would kill 
me if they knew | read Janus. 


preparing breakfast in bed for her 
aunt and uncle. After she has 
served this her uncle takes her to 
the spare bedroom which is nor- 
mally used exclusively as her 
gymnasium and punishment room. 

Then completely nude for two 
hours she has to do a variety of 
drill and P.T. exercises while her 
uncle at the ready with a short 
cane makes sure she doesn't 
falter. 

Later, she will help in the garden 
topless in white tennis shoes and 
an old pair of shorts. Imagine her 
as she sweats, her blonde hair 
plastered over her eyes and fore- 
head, digging and weeding and 
still the hot sun beats down. In 
the evening some quests are 
invited round for tea. Now Debbie 
for her aunt and uncle's enter- 
tainment has been having private 
tutoring in Scottish highland 
dancing. (It also helps to keep the 
young bitch fit.) 


of my form had set the trap the 
Headmaster would have no alter- 
native but to cane the culprit 

for what | could represent as an 
assault on a member of his staff. 
| opened the door slowly, the 
books fell on me, and | fell to the 
ground, shouting out as | did so. 

| was not much hurt as | had 
been prepared but | lay on the 
floor as if stunned. The first person 
to come up and help me to my feet 
was Mr Coxton himself and then 
the pupils came in from the play- 
ground and stood around excitedly. 
Mr Coxton told them to be quiet 
and, as | assured him | was re- 
covered, left asking me to try to 
discover the boy or girl who had 
done this and to bring him or her 
to his office. 

It did not require much investi- 
gation, the books were Rochelle's 
and other teachers, who had heard 
of this “outrage told me that 
they had seen her loitering in the 
corridor during lunchtime. She did 
not deny it when faced with this 
evidence and in afternoon break | 
took her to Mr Coxton's office. 

| knocked on the door and ushered 
her in. | told Mr Coxton that this 
was the guilty person and as | had 
expected he said to her that he had 
no alternative but to resort to 
corporal punishment. From the 
expression on Rochelle's face 
as he said this it was evident 
that she had not seen so far ahead 
as | had and that this revelation 
came as a most unwelcome sur- 


Mrs Dorman has been ill for the 
last week, (she is expected back 
on Monday), and | must admit that 
| hoped that the Headmaster 
would find it necessary to cane 
a girl while she was still absent 
so that | would witness it again.. 

On Wednesday Rochelle, who is 
one of the most unruly spirits in 
my form, was even more provoking 
than normal. | warned her several 
times and eventually had to give 
her an imposition of lines to write 
out. | lost my temper and shouted 
at her, and she smirked insolently 
at me. Any boy would have been 
sent to Mr Coxton for less but 
Rochelle knew that she could 
"get away with it” and discipline 
in the class suffered accordingly. 
Not for the first time | thought 
that it would do Rochelle good to 
feel the cane across her bottom. 
However all | could do was to give 
her lines but even this caused her 
to give me a very nasty look. 

That afternoon, when | returned 
to the form room before afternoon 
classes were to begin, just before 
| opened the door, | saw balanced 
above it a primitive sort of “booby 
trap'' consisting of several text- 
books. | instantly realised that 
this must have been intended for 
me, almost certainly by a member 
of my form, and most probably by 
Rochelle in retaliation for the 
lines. 

| decided to open the door and 
allow the books to fall on myself. 
If it was as | supposed and a girl 


When you printed my last letter, 
(Janus Vol. 9 No. 11), you were 
kind enough to invite me to write 
to you again. However, as | men- 
tioned on that occasion girls are 
only caned at the school | teach at 
very rarely and normally it is not 
myself but Mrs Dorman who is 
called in to witness the punish- 
ment. It was not until this week 
in fact that | did see another 
caning - and in addition received 
one myself. 

| had never though much about 
it before, but after having seen 
the caning of Christine, Lorraine 
and Julia, | had become convinced 
of the efficacy of corporal punish- 
ment. Christine and Lorraine seem 
to have learned their lesson and 
have certainly not been caught 
bullying since that day and, of 
course, Julia was always a well- 
behaved girl but her caning has not 
had any ill effects. 

In fact | often felt that caning 
would do several of the girls in 
my form some good. When the 
boys go too far with misbehaviour 
or rudeness | can send them to 
Mr Coxton for a speedy and effec- 
tive dose of the cane and they 
return, chastened, and the standard 
of behaviour improves for a while. 
But the girls, secure in the know- 
ledge that they will not be caned 
for similar offences, often behave 
more badly than the boys. 
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flicking his wrist, brought it whip- 
ping down. It landed so that the 
end of the cane was half way 
across her right buttock and 
Rochelle screamed loudly and 

her whole body shuddered. She 
stayed bent over however and 

Mr Coxton tapped her shoulder 
and told her to get up. 

Mr Coxton told her to apologise 
to me and she tearfully did so. 
Then he said she should put her 
jacket on and could go. | remained 
as Mr Coxton asked and watched 
as he entered the number of strokes 
into the Punishment Book. Then | 
carried out the intention | referred 
to last time and mentioned to 
Mr Coxton that | wondered what 
it felt like to be caned. 

"| think | can gratify your 
curiosity there, young lady. | am 
not a fool you know, and | was 
close behind you in the corridor 
at lunch time. | saw you look at 
the top of the door and hesitate 
before opening it. You saw the 
""booby trap'' and still opened the 
door so as to get somebody the 
cane. As other children had seen 
that you had been hurt | had to 
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Mr Coxton waited some time and 
then drew back the cane for the 
second stroke. 


Rochelle released her hold on the 
chair and stood up, turning slightly. 
| could see the tears in her eyes. 

| felt little sympathy, she had been 
asking for this for a long time. 

Her hands went to her bottom and 
she begged Mr Coxton not to cane 
her any more. “Bend over'', said 
Mr Coxton severely, and, now 
crying quite loudly, Rochelle did 
SO. 

The cane whisked down again 
and crashed across her bottom with 
a resounding “‘thwack’’ and 
Rochelle yelled loudly in response. 
She leapt up and clutched her 
stinging rear, howling with pain. 
Mr Coxton allowed her to dance 
about the office for a few seconds 
and then ordered her to bend down . 
again, which she did. 

The fourth, and as it turned out, 
the final, stroke was delivered 
carefully. Mr Coxton laid the cane 
delicately across Rochelle's 
skirt, where he intended the stroke 
to land. Then he drew it back and, 


prise. 

Mr Coxton rose from his desk and 
went to the cupboard in the corner 
of the room and selected a cane, 
which he swished through the air. 
He brought it back and laid it on 
the desk, before Rochelle's 
frightened eyes. Then he took the 
Punishment Book out and asked 
Rochelle for her name, form and 
age. She knew there was no escape 
once her name was in the book and 
hesitated but Mr Coxton said 
sternly ''Come on girl'' and she 
stammered ''Rochelle James, 2B, 
thirteen.’’ 

Mr Coxton moved a chair into 
the centre of the room and told 
Rochelle to take her jacket off 
and bend over the chair. He then 
gestüred to me and | went over to 
check for ""padding’’, although 
really there would have been no 
time for this. As | checked | could 
feel Rochelle tremble. | walked 
back and stood by the wall. 

Mr Coxton raised the cane above 
his shoulder and brought it lashing 
down onto Rochelle's taut brown 
skirt. She yelled loudly and 
drummed her feet on the ground. 


"Ah, Vanessa, ۱۳۳۰۵۱۵0 to see 

you have decided to accept your 
just punishment''. Then, as before, 
he got up, went to the cupboard 
and extracted a cane. It looked 
much thicker than the one he had 
used earlier on Rochelle or that | 
remembered when the other three 
were caned. | protested to Mr 
Coxton, but he said that he had 
used a thin, very whippy cane on 
Rochelle, who was a second former, 
so as to sting her severely, but 
that in my case as | was a ''mature 
and fully developed young lady'', 
he thought that ''the cane | use 

on fifth form boys is more appro- 
priate than that for second year 
girls - especially as you're 
wearing those jeans’’. 

He cleared a space at the side 
of his desk and asked me to bend 
over it and grasp the other side. 
| did so. ۱۲ was a strange feeling 
for a 23 year old school teacher - 
draped over a desk, bottom in the 
air ready for a caning, in a 
position assumed by generations of 
schoolchildren. Mr Coxton said 
that he would take on trust that | 
had not put on any 9 ' 
but that he would just check that 
| had not missed anything in the 
back pockets. Then | felt his hands 
feeling all over my bottom and | 
shook with anticipation. He stood 
back and said ''You are a very 


he answered that | was much older 
and was in a position of responsi- 
bility and was more deserving 
of severe punishment. ''Besides,'' 
he said, ''You are much better 
able to take a caning than they 
and are wearing jeans whereas 
they only have their thin school 
skirts or trousers. 

| returned to the form room to 
take the afternoon Maths lesson. 
When the girls came back in | 
looked for Rochelle. She was the 
last in, but had dried her tears 
and tidied her hair once more. 
The eyes of the whole class were 
on her as she reached her place. 
She sat down very carefully and 
winced as she did so. She wriggled 
uncomfortably throughout the 
lesson and looked close to tears. 

| wondered if | would really go 
through with it, and allowed my 
curiosity to conquer my fears. | 
wondered also whether Mr Coxton 
was attracted to me sexually and 
would make use of this opportunity 


to ‘’comfort’’ me after the caning. 


But it had sounded as if he intended 
a genuine punishment that would 
truly hurt and | did not really like 
that idea - although | had to admit 

| deserved it. 

At four | went to Mr Coxton's 
office and stood outside for a full 
minute before | made up my mind to 
knock and enter. Mr Coxton said 


cane the culprit, but it you had 
removed the books when you saw 
them, as you ought to have done, 
the most Rochelle would have got 
would have been detentions. | 
think you deserve to be punished 
for this, and, as you say that you 
are curious about what the cane 
feels like, an obvious solution 
suggests itself. If you will report 
back here after school | will deal 
with you then.’’ 

| was flabbergasted, | had not 
expected events to take this turn, 
and had only wanted to receive one 
or two strokes, not a proper punish- 
ment caning. However Mr Coxton 
had certainly caught me out and | 
had wanted to find out what a 
caning felt like. My left hand went 
to my bottom and | felt reassured 
by the feel of the tight blue denim 
stretch jeans | was wearing. | 
asked Mr Coxton how many strokes 
he contemplated giving me. 

He said | should get four strokes 


- the number which Rochelle had got 


- plus six for my duplicity. Then 
he said | should get another 
because | had arrived late for 
school in the morning so often, 
and a final stroke for wearing jeans 
so often when it was against the 
rules for pupils to wear them. 
Twelve strokes in all. 

| protested that this was much 
more than he gave the pupils but 
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never give any child more than 

he or she can bear, but it has to 
be at the limit - really hurt - to be 
an effective punishment.'' Of 
course | did not memorise his 
exact words at such a time, when 
my mind was full of the agony in 
my behind, but this was the tenor 
of his words. 

As | bent down again the weals 
of the first four strokes rubbed 
painfully against my jeans. | wept 
unashamedly now as the next 
strokes whisked and thudded down, 
and yelled loudly and kicked my 
legs at each stroke. By these means 
| managed at least to hold my bent 
over position as the cane strokes 
gradually covered the whole of my 
bottom with a sheet of stinging 
agony. 

| had lost count of the strokes 
but at what must have been the 
tenth | couldn't help leaping up 
again and twisting round to avoid 
more strokes | remember begging 
Mr Coxton brokenly not to hit me 
any more ''Owww, pleeeeese, 
pleese no more, no more’’. But he 
said | would get the last two and 
an additional one, as he had 
promised. This time he pushed me 
down and held me in position with 
his left hand on the small of my 
back. He whipped the last three 
strokes down one after the other 
and all in the same place, well 
below the slight additional pro- 
tection of my panties, just where 
the bottom meets the thighs. Then 
at last he withdrew his hand from 
my back and told me | could get 
up. 

Once more | hopped about, 
bawling, like any of the schoolgirls 
| had seen caned. My bottom was 
too sore to rub but | pressed both 
hands to it and my body arched 
like a bow as | tried to escape the 
terrible pain. For some time my 
bottom was the centre of the 
universe to me and | howled and 
sobbed regardless of the impression 
| must be making on my headmaster. 
He remained impassively at his 
desk working on some papers. 
When | had more or less recovered 
possession of myself and had 
stopped sobbing he looked up and 
said, ''Well, Vanessa, now you 
know what is has been like for 
Christine, Lorraine, Rochelle, 
Julia and all those boys you have 
sent to me for the cane. | normally 
feel obliged to back up a teacher 
but perhaps now you will be more 
reluctant now to consign your 
second formers to a caning''. 
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excruciating pain throughout my 
anatomy. ۱ was not ready for the 
second stroke, which seemed to 
land just about on top of the first, 
| couldn't help a sharp yelp of 
pain and it took all my willpower 
to keep from standing up and 
holding my sore behind. | wondered 
how | was ever going to hold out 
for another ten like that. 

| had a little longer to prepare 
myself for the third stroke and 
when it came, exploding across the 
centre of my backside just below 
the first two | managed to make no 
sound at all. But then Mr Coxton 
thwacked in the next stroke with 
barely a second's pause and on 
nearly the same spot. | screamed 
loudly and couldn't help releasing 
my hold on the desk and clutching 
my bottom with both hands. Tears 
had now come to my eyes, despite 
my endeavours, and for some mo- 
ments | hopped about in front of 
the desk in this undignified 
manner. Then Mr Coxton told me 
to bend down again, unless | 
wanted extra strokes. | protested 
tearfully to him that he was hitting 
me much harder than he had 
Rochelle, but he merely agreed 
and said that as | was ten years 
older than she was of course | 
could take harder strokes. He 
said ''| intend that when | have 
finished you will be as well- 
punished as any boy or girl in the 
school sent to me for a serious 
offence - no more and no less. | 


attractive girl, Vanessa, and have 
an amazingly beautiful bottom. In 
fact I'd say this beats Suzi Quatro 
hollow. But you have acted 
wrongly and deserve to be pun- 
ished.”” 

Then he stepped forward to 
adjust my position slightli so 
that my bottom, covered by my 
panties and jeans jutted out still 
more. | am quite short - only 
5'3'' - and the desk was a wide 
one so that my jeans were stretched 
to their fullest extent in this posi- 
tion and | was more aware then 
ever of my bottom. 

| knew, from the reactions of 
the girls | had seen punished, 
that a caning from Mr Coxton was 
no joke and | tried to tense myself. 
| wanted to maintain as much 
dinity as | could during the punish- 
ment and resolved to try to hold 
my position throughout and hoped 
| would not burst into tears. 

| felt the cane lie across the 
middle of my bottom as Mr Coxton 
took aim. | grasped the desk more 
firmly and closed my eyes tight. 
Then | heard the whistle of the 
cane as it came down and the 
loud ''Thwack'' as it contacted my 
fully - stretched jeans. A split 
second later | gasped with pain as 
| realised for the first time just 
how agonisingly painful the cane 
could be. 

A searing white-hot line of agony 
stretched across my bottom and 
seemed to spread in ripples of 


she had deserved it and was really 
sorry. | said that all was forgiven 
now and | was sorry that she had 
been punished so severely. 

Even now, as | write this, my 
bottom still feels sore and bruised, 
making it uncomfortable, rather 
than painful, to sit down. Now that 
| know what a caning is like | 
sympathise much more with vic- 
tims of the cane and will only 
send someone to Mr Coxton for the 
cane as the very last resort. 


Vanessa, Ilford. 


P.S. After this experience it seems 
to me that the jeans | wore were 
very little, if at all, more protection 
against the cane than a skirt, 
especially if ۱۳۵ been wearing a 
slip. In many ways the tightness 

of the jeans made the punishment 
more painful by rubbing against 

the weals. | would be interested to 
hear whether you, or your readers, 
would agree that being caned in 
jeans is as painful, or more painful, 
than being caned in a skirt or 
dress. 


V. 


because of the difficulty of pulling 
them on over my wealed behind. 
Mr Coxton saw me when | arrived, 
early, at the school. | felt myself 
blush as he greeted me and asked 
me to see him in his office. He 
asked me how | was feeling and | 
blushed again and said ''Much 
better thanks''. He said that he 
expected it would be some time 
before | sat down without thinking 
of the caning. He hoped that now | 
realised the severity of a caning 
and why he liked to regard it as a 
last resort, especially for girls. 

| said | did, rubbing my weals 
through the fabric of my dress. 

He then asked me if | felt able 

to take my classes and ۱ said | 
did. As | left he complimented me 
on my “pretty frock’’. 

Most of my lessons | took 
standing up near the board but 
when | had to sit down | did so 
very carefully. None of the pupils 
seemed to notice anything. In 
morning break | asked Rochelle, 
for whom | now had a great deal of 
fellow feeling, how she felt. 

She said she felt all right now - 
giving her skirt a reminiscent rub 
as she said so - and that she knew 


Then he bent down again over his 
work and told me | could go. ۱ 
hobbled towards the door, every 
movement making the pain worse. 
| returned to the staff room, where 
| had left my coat, and washed my 
face in the washbasin. | cleared 
away the signs of the tears and 
put some make up on as my face 
looked very pale. 

| stood on the bus going home and 
luckily no-one offered me a seat. 
At home | took off my jeans - a 
very delicate and painful operation 
taking a long time to accomplish - 
and my panties. At the sight of my 
bottom, a mass of raised purple 
and red weals, | burst into tears 
again. | went to the bathroom and 
tried to relieve the sting and 
bruising with cold water. After 
some time | also tried to apply 
some soothing cream, but | found 
that this hurt too much to apply, 
until much later. 

That night | slept as best as | 
could face down on top of the 
bedclothes, and sleep was some 
time in coming. The next day, 
Thursday, | did not wear jeans to 
school, not only because of Mr 
Coxton's attitude to them but also 
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The BR EGE Club will keep you better informed! 


Members receive a bi-monthly copy of our bulletin, with news of Club activities, case histories, 
hundreds of contacts, Members’ letters and special offers. Old and new Members are welcome to use 
40 Old Compton Street, London, W.1 as an accommodation address to receive all their Club corre- 
spondence. Membership costs only £10.00 per annum, and cheques with requests for Membership 
should be sent to Gordon Sergeant, Gatisle Ltd., 47 Brunswick Place, London N1 ۰ 
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Have your copy of JANUS delivered each month. 

i Apply to the Distributors: GATISLE LTD., 40 Old Compton Street, London W.1 

y Please enter my subscription to NEW JANUS for 6 months. | enclose £18. 
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۱ DUE TO INCREASED POSTAL ۶ HANDLING CHARGES THE OVERSEAS RATES ARE NOW:— 
EUROPE £22 SURFACE TO AUSTRALIA £33 AIRMAIL £36 SURFACE TO U.S.A. $70 AIRMAIL $80 
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JANUS Productions present the latest titles in a terrific range of brand new 1982 video spanking tapes. Delicious 
girls. . .delightfully punished bottoms. . .all three a must for the dedicated collector of visual spanking art! These videos are 
priced at £4O each, and are complete in themselves, with full colour and scintillating sound! Obtainable through our 
mail-order service on either VHS or Betamax systems, or direct from our shop at 4O Old Compton St. London W.1. Also 
available for your delectation in our private viewing booths at the same address. 


"WARDEN'S END" “GIRLHOOD CHASTISEMENTS" “NIGHT (H)OWLS” 


We can guarantee you the experience of a life time. 


To: JANUS, Gatisle Ltd., 40 OLD COMPTON STREET, LONDON W.1 
Please forward me the video/videos as advertised. 
VHS Betamax 
"WARDEN'S END” 5 NE £40.00 each incl. VAT. 
“GIRLHOOD CHASTISEMENTS" 9 [] Plus postage of: 


£1.00 first class mail. 
NIGHT (H)OWLS" i 
ick hose required) £2.00 registered post. 


| enclose cheque/P.O./cash of ۶ 


Please allow 14 days for delivery. 


Devoted to A VB ADULT 
Discipline VIDEO 


Now you can see and hear Britain's most fantastic 
Dominatrix in action! 

This is the REAL thing. Not just acting, but true-life 
discipline | 

Watch Mistress Monique's TV slave attending to her 
every need...striving to satisfy her slightest whim. 
This creature is devoted to his Mistress, but that 
does not mean he escapes punishment. 

oee, too, another slave who has to grovel at her 
feet...whose pleas for mercy are ignored...who 
receives the correction he richly deserves. For this 
man was once foolish enough to assault Mistress 
Monique's cousin. Now he pays the full penalty! 


Written and Produced b 
oe m 


Photographed and D 


HARRISON MARKS 


A VB ADULT Video 


£3.50 e 


AVAILADLE UN VIDEO IN BELAMAA AND VOS 7 4U ILD VUUVIE 1/۷ SIRER , LUNDUN, W.I 


C.P. Productions pre 


PREFECT’S PUNISHMENT 

‘Prefect’s Punishment’ is an account of one highly 
irregular afternoon at Beaton College for girls. 
While Miss Chambers, the Headmistress, attends 
a garden party, two of her senior prefects have a 
party of their own. But the party is unexpectedly 
gatecrashed by a school governor who is a very 
Strict disciplinarian 


£46 including VAT 


CANE FOR JANE 
Jane couldn't really believe what Jenny's mum 
had told her. That her parents would be waiting 
at home to punish her, just as Jenny herself had 
been punished! A tawse — and on the bare! lt 
was simply too dreadful to contemplate. It seemed 
that the Headmistress had insisted though. Either 
the two girls were to be punished — and thorough- 
ly — or they would be expelled. Jane’s walk home ! 
was an agony of fearful anticipation. 

"Get your knickers down!' That was almost the 
first thing her father said to her. No doubt now 
that Jenny's mum had been absolutely right! 


£46 including VAT 


PUNISHMENT FOR PENNY 

Dad away, and a high-spirited girl left to frustrate 
her mother with her wilful disobedience until Mum 
can stand it no longer. A letter to Uncle John — a 
certain course of action suggested to that by no 
means unwilling gentleman — and Penny's pants 
have only one way to go. Down! The smacked 
bottom that Uncle John gives his niece will be 
enough to keep her out of mischief till Dad gets 
home again, we're quite sure of that! 


£46 including VAT 
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